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He was a young son of Palestine, one of the barons of the Almana 
of the Ghetto, who believed in the all-purchasing power of money 
and whose custom it was to divert his thoughts from the cares oj 
business by seeking conquests in other fields. 

She was young and charming, and fer name appeared jin 
Almanach de Gotha. But if her coat-of-arms was very old, 
income was very modest. , 


the 
her 


She was standing in 5 Cog before the showcase of a Russian fur 
dealer, but the price of the coveted sable filled her with visible 


despair. As he watched her he thought he saw his opportunity. 
Would not Madi ime accept from him this sable skin as a gift? Are 
you in earnest?” she asked in startled surprise. “Fully,” he replied, 


The young woman regarded him with a peculiar smile: ‘‘ Very well,” 
she answered, then naming certain conditions. 

What these conditions were, and how the gay Lothario was 
caught in his own trap, is an amusing story that is a gem of art and 
irony, a story with an unexpected ending that will do your heart 
good, told as only Maupassant could tell it, and found with all his 
other inimitable stories, his novels, his poems and dramas in this 
superb J’erdun Edition of 




















The beautiful full page frontispiece illustrations have been specially made for the VERDUN EDITION by the talented arti 
J. E. Allen. This is the only E nglish translation of Maupassant containing illustrations that interpret his stories pictorially witl 
strict fideli fy to the spirit of the text. 


17 Superb Volumes in Rich Cloth Binding 


Kach Volume 8% x §% Inches. Big, Clear 12-Point Type on Pure White Antique Paper. 


5,500 Pages That Will Hold You Chained by the Hour 


347 Stories, Novels, Novelettes, Poems, Dramas. [Entertainment for a Thousand and One Nights. Love and Life in Strange 
Lands—Paris, The Orient, The African Hinterland. Stories of War, Crime, Mystery and Horror. 

While the eyes of the whole world are centered on the gallant French people, nothing could be more timely than the publi- 
cation of this Complete Collection (/’erdun Edition) of the works of France’s most gifted son, in whom realism reached its 
culminating point and the short story the perfection of its art, and whose stories of the Franco-Prussian War will be read 
now with a new interest and a fuller appreciation of their verity in the light of current events. 


Realism Unalloyed 
\laupassant presents only what he has actually observed. He does not moralize. In the wonderful pictures he gives of 
the world he lived in virtue is praised and vice is condemned rather by events and action. If he is terribl; pee and the nudity 
of his human nature is startling in its effect, it is because his stories mirror life as he found it. 
The petty meannesses of human nature and the passions—lust and cupidity—which stir most men and women to action 
did not stay his impartial hand so long as this ugly side of humanity existed. Pitiless as is his art, at times he surprises us 
with a touch of tender pathos in which we recognize the warm heart of a fellowman. 


Greatest of Story Writers 
\s the supreme master in what is one of the most difficult forms of art—the short story—Maupassant’s fame has extended 
into all civilized lands. Tolstoy marveled at the depth of human interest he found in his stories; Andrew Lang declared he 
found in him “the tenderness of Fielding, the graphic power of Smollett, the biting satire of Dean Swift mingled and reincar- 


neccccccccmenceccccecccecececeee nated in Gallic guise”; and Henry James hailed him as “a man of genius who had achieved 























Where Money Didn’t Win 


The Complete Works of GUY de MAUPASSANT 


1 Unabridged and Unexpurgated A Fine Library Edition 


BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION CO., J-3-9-18 the miracle of a fresh tone. 
. 1116 Brunswick Building, a ——— A Speen Low Before-Publication Price Ready in a Few Days 
I : first payment on the 17 volume . o : e 1 j 
jun Edition of Maupassant to secure By the time your order can reach us the 17 volum will have been delivered t e binder | very @ 
y- — 4 —— i a clay means a en t! Min rease in price to you. The response to this before- th er \ enabi 
' “z receipt of books estimate the siz of out orde r for binding We give before-publication subscriber the benefit 
2 I ! i da isk for instruc } } 
heir return, at ur expense, my $1.00 make DV oracring in quant 
led on their receipt $1.C0O Now and Coupon 
secures your set at the present before-publication instalment price of $19.co. “Then payments of $1.50 (or more) ¢ 
idd month after you receive the books. Subscriptio ms filled i edna node + rhea ved. Preferer raer Of IMF. 
_ ment naturally given t ubser pttor mpanted by th present bef yubl ish price, $78.00 B ‘ er 
O State harges prepaid  Meney Back If Not Satisfied 
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Drawn by CHARLES SARKA 
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The Madman’s Dance of Death 


By J. A 


Perforce must fiddle while his Chief 
performs, 

In frenzied celebration of his crimes, 
His Madman’s Dance of Death. And fit it is 
That those in minor partnership look on, 
Their human traits erased by lust for blood 
And hate of all on earth that men hold 
dear; 


y ‘HE Devil, from his ancient state deposed, 


. WALDRON 


For they have shown, beneath a modern guise, 

A frenzied savagery the Goths would shame. 

The ages that have fled from zons dark 

Had blessed the world with light, with wis- 
dom’s pledge, 

And grown rare arts with science manifold. 

These Huns have turned time back with 
Vandal rage. 

When they are gone begins another age. 

























The Nightmares of a Pacifist—No. 2 


rdle of an airship and carries him over to France, back of the firing line, there 
to dump him unceremoniously, Willie Bonehead is compelled to acknowledge 
that his slacker’s conscience is at work, tormenting him, even in a pipe dream. 


Yer re asleep while smoking his favorite pipe, which suddenly assumes the 
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The Great American Side-Show 


A Personally Conducted Tour Among the Marvels of the Age 


By Frep Lapp 


Illustrated by LAWRENCE FELLOWS 


HE fly guy with the tall silk hat and a 
cast in his eye was conducting the sight- 
seeing party through the vast tent. “Here 
we have the most colossal aggregation of 
wonders, freaks, and stunning curiosities 
ever gathered under canvas! Every known and un- 
known specimen on earth! In this steel cage on the 
right we have the only gentleman-burglar who never 
appeared in fiction, and in the next cage a.longshoreman 
with a Vandyke beard 
. whose motto is, ‘The 
SS lips that touch liquor 
+)" ? | must never touch mine.’ 
j — Observe the cadaverous 


\ ( gentleman on the right. 
i’ 5 e . 
\y . _S | He is a golf player 
\ ZY 
VY SA /| 








| 
Lay 
eae 
| whose language is the 
same on the links and 
| in the drawing-room. 
Here is another liar—he 
is a lawyer whose spe- 
cialty is philanthropy. 
Here, marvel of marvels, 
is ‘a Summer Bathing 
Maid who never envied 
A scion of one of the oldest Beacon the model who posed for 
Hil families. September Morn, and 
didn’t think she would have done better under the cir- 
cumstances. Note how well she carries herself, con- 
sidering the present chill in the air. 

‘Here, where the canvas flaps and bellies in the wild 
breeze, ladies and gentlemen, are exhibited two authors: 
one is an impecunious and conscientious author trim- 
ming his cuffs with his little scissors, and the other is 
just an author trimming the public with his little best 
seller. Note the distinction! 

“We pass on. Here on the raised platform chained 
to the strong post, shrinking in terror from your gaze is 


\ 
\ 
\ 
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an Actor who blushes painfully as you ask his name. 
He has no name: he is the only one of the species 
extant who abhors publicity. You have seen the great- 
est mirage in the Universe. 

“‘Coming now to our Grand educational exhibit par 
excellence, we have here, four in a row, a Yale man who 
loves Harvard, a Brown man who believes a Harvard 
team ever played a game without an alibi, a Princeton 
football player who didn’t go to pieces in the Yale Bowl 
and a Harvard man 
who cheers all day long | ( 
for Cornell. All four 
young gentlemen are 
crazy. 

“Here, in close jux- 
taposition as *twere, is a 
Vassar girl who has 
never been kissed, and a 
Wellesley maiden who 
dares any eligible to try 
it. This beautiful young 
lady from Smith Col- 
lege with the crim- 
son lips holds the Rec- 
ord. Note her bril- 
liantine ‘smile: 

“We pass to the 
birds: here is a gink-bird. He likes cats. Here is the 
five-pronged Mayhem bird: he roosts on_ baseball 
bleachers and has a wild and awful yell. Here, beside 
the small boy from Philadelphia who likes to have his 
face washed, is a gentleman who burst into song when 
the Tax-Collector landed him. 

“Let us pass down the line. On the right, peace- 
fully twiddling his thumbs, is a married man who once 
gave his wife $5.00 and never asked a month later where 
in Tarnation it had all gone to. The chap next to him 
in the clanking chains is the original bridegroom who 

















A married man who once gave his 
wife five dollars. 

















was not nervous till [jor 
after the ceremony. 

“On the left, you see 
the confiding young 
man who went to board 
in the country for his 
Summer vacation, and 
found the pastoral 
peace, mosquitoes and 
canned goods exactly as 
represented. 

“Here is a_ fifteen- 
cent magazine editor -oe~ 
who believes he _ has ry 
something to learn, and I 
here, with a blank grin | 














—_ That’s Different 


By Harry Irvine Suumway 


HE young officer 
approached the 
august, but some- 
what dejected looking 
figure in the military cape. 
Outwardly the august per- 
son paid no attention to 
the soldiers salute. 
“Your majesty,” an- 
nounced the officer. “‘ That 
position must be taken at 
all costs.” 
“Take it then,” snapped 











on his face, is a Man- 
hattan Subway guard 
who has forgotten more about real literature than the 
magazine man ever knew. He is not a rare specimen, 
but it was hard to catch him. 

And here is a scion of one of the oldest Beacon Hill 
families, who played the piano at a Revere Beach 
dance pavilion, and here is a Boston girl who denies 
her natal city—she insists that she was born in Chicago. 

“The steam calliope will now play ‘Believe Me if 
All Those Endearing Young Charms,’ a very beautiful 
ditty composed in the tenth century by Lucretia Bor- 
gia. I thank you.” 


Tough 
It is tour: when a fellow has something laid aside 
for a rainy day and has to spend it to pay for shovel- 
ing the snow off the walk. 





Drawn by Waiter De Maris 
“What’s the matter, Bill? 


““Aw’ matter enough! 


An actor, the only one of the species extant, who abhors publicity. 


Here I was plannin’ to be president of the road, an’ now 
the gov’ment’s took ’em over, an’ there aint goin’ to be no more presidents.” 


the kaiser. 
“But your majesty, there 
stated the young officer; he could not 


’ 


are no more men,’ 
have been more than fourteen. 

‘““No men?” hissed the emperor. “All Germany devoid of 
men?” 

“Tt is true. There are left only very old men, hopeless crip- 
ples and very small boys.” 

‘And the women?” snapped the other. 

“They are gone, too.” 

The emperor’s face was creased in an ugly scowl. Impa- 
tiently he ground one heel into the shell-scarred earth. 

“Pardon, your majesty, but the position must be taken. 
It’s a forlorn hope, perhaps, but there is a bare chance. There 
are only two men left to make the charge over no man’s land.” 

“Two? Who are they? Order them to charge at once!” 
shouted the emperor. 

“Very well, your majesty. Are you ready?” 

““Me?” 

“Yes. You and I are the only ones 
left. We must do it for the fatherland.” 

““You mean that I am to charge over 
no man’s land in the face of that 
machine gun fire?” 

“There is no other way, your 
majesty.” 

“Then the war is ended right now. You 
know I didn’t start this thing, so why 
should I end it? Absolutely nothing 
doing.” 


To Mr. Hoover— 


(Indicating Where He Will Have To 
Draw The Line.) 


By KENNETH L. ROBERTS. 


DO not mind the meatless days 
Which help to whip the Kaiser: 

I'll gladly bear some sweetless days 
To make the Boches wiser. 


Bring on your gasoleneless days, 
If they are needed badly: 

Bring on your breadless, beanless days: 
I'll bear them all, and gladly; 


But it will be a blissless day—— 
One sibilant with hisses 

If you declare a miss-less day: 
I must have Phryne’s kisses! 














Sixes and Sevens 


By Avsert E. Hoyt 


HOSE who criti- 

I cize Democrats 
for abandoning 

State rights in favor 
of Woman Suffrage 
should remember that 
the paramount rights 
are life, liberty and 
the pursuit of happi- 


ness. Most Demo- 
crats are married. 
a 


Americans have 
such enthusiasm to 
start something that 
it’s a pity they can’t 
lend some to _ those 
who have to finish 
what they start. 

+ 

Count von Hert- 
ling resents President 
Wilson’s assertion 
that Germany has 
been “guilty of all 
possible crimes.” 


2 a a 





Drawn by BarkspaALe ROGERS 


ist OrriceER—lI have sent that girl a hundred dollars worth of flowers 
in the last three 


At Fort MEYER 


months! 


2nd OrFicer—Anything come of it? 


Ist OFFICER 


That’s what you get for giving some 


people the benefit of the doubt. 


Yes, the bill! 


LEOPATRAS nose, 

they tellus, was too 
long for perfect 
beauty. She was also 
long on eyes—and 
when they called for 
the eyes and nose, the 
eyes had _ it—and 
Marc Antony was will- 
ing to lend her all the 
ears he borrowed from 
the Roman populace 
when he came to bury 
Cesar, not to praise 
him. 

£ 

The Bolsheviki 
have broken all rela- 
tions with Roumania, 
but it’s only fair to say 
that before they did so 
all their relations at 
home were flat broke, 
too. 


Bryan’s_ million 
men haven’t yet 
sprung to arms, but 


the Kaiser should remember that many a hard wine 


ter is followed by an early spring. 
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Drawn by Avex Sass 


“CLose Up Tuere! We 





D’ye Tuink Yer Dorn’? Waitin’ FER A STREET Car?” 





Drawn by Water De Marts 





SnapsHot TAKEN IN France or Ruse Stmpxins, Woo Lert THE Farm Because He Dipn’r Like THE Work 


Mr. 


By ARTHUR 


S the onyx clock on the Binks mantel chimed 
softly nine times, Mr. Binks sighed and laid 
down the morning paper. He took out his 
watch. It read 8.45. He glanced over to 
where his wife was worriedly knitting. “Do 

you think I had better go now, my dear?” he asked 
haltingly. 

“Why, yes, Boniface,” 
good time.” 

“Remember, I don’t want to get pinched,” he 
protested. 

“Ot course not,” his wife agreed. “But I do not 
think you will be apprehended, especially if you hurry.” 
She set aside the grotesque object she was knitting and 
left the returning soon with a small satchel. 


‘ 


she returned, “now is a 


room, 


“And remember, dear,” she said in encouragement, “it 
is absolutely necessary.’ 


> 





Binks’s Bribe 


C. Brooks 


“You are right, Aurora, it is the only way.” Gain- 
ing new determination with the words, he reared up 
from his chair. He donned coat and hat, placing the 
latter on his head. Picking up the small bag, he went 
from the room and passed down the stairs, thought- 
lessly overlooking the last step. The resultant disturb- 
ance necessitated a readjustment of his hat. 

He kissed her on the door-step, then turned and 
walked methodically down the street, one leg after the 
other. His immediate destination was ‘a foolish little 
park, in the summer months a secluded retreat for 
nature’s noblemen—noblemen in the sense that they 
never did any work. 

As he entered the park a squirrel chased him ner- 
vously. Coming to the stately elm around which 
Lafayette is said to have pursued Dolly Madison, a 
soft, whistled note caused him to turn abruptly, 

















startled . . . it was a pigeon cooing. He continued 
hurriedly, and soon was out of the park and on the 
busy thoroughfare, hotfooting it up the street. 

After turning the third corner Mr. Binks stopped 
at a dingy littie shack, in the small window of which 
were three glass jars filled with ebon, irregular ob- 
jects, and labeled, respectively, “Pee,” ‘“Stov,” 
“Firnace.” 

Mr. Binks pushed the stubborn door and a hidden 
bell jangled hysterically. He stepped into the warm, 
gloomy room. Its only other occupant was an 
exceedingly homely gentleman with a derby on the 
back of his head, who presided at a counter bearing 
the announcement, “‘Odders.”’ 

“Ssssssssst!”’ indicated Mr. 
“Are you alone?” 

The proprietor did not look up from his 
Police Gazette. “No,” he answered tiredly, 
“but if you go out I will be.” 

Mr. Binks tiptoed elaborately to the 
counter. Tremblingly he snapped open his 
bag and took out a small, brown parcel. He 
presented it to the other. “Here, sir,” he 
faltered, “‘is a small token of my esteem—a 
pound of the best sugar. Now, could you 
deliver one ton of furnace coal to my resi- 
dence at once? We are down to the last 
twelve pieces.” 

Weariedly, the coal man made out the 
order, took Mr. Binks’ money and gave him a receipt. 
The bell sneered metallically, and Mr. Binks was gone. 

The proprietor spoke aloud. “That’s the forty- 
sixth pound I’ve got to-day,” he ruminated. “And the 
laffing part of it is they all think the idea’s original.” 
He speared the order on his file with the others, and 
tossed the package into a large box which he kept for 
the purpose. 


3inks mysteriously. 





——s iil 
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Drawn by C. W. Kanves 


“You are charged with frightening children. 
“It’s false!” 

“What, the face?” 

“No, the charge!” 

“Well, I’ll hold you on prima facie evidence!” 


FAcING THE JUDGE 


Private SMITH- 





How dare you have the face to do that?” 

















Drawn by Saxnrorpv Tousey 


“Don’t get sore, Jim. Remember it’s the uniform we’re 
ae “agg 
salutin’—not what’s in it. 


The Star Customer 


By Mary Granam Bonner 


HE cat sat on the stool in the butcher’s shop. People were 

buying, bemoaning the prices and wishing they didn’t 

have to get such meager portions—but there was the grocer’s to 
visit next and the fruit shop. 

‘*Not quite so much liver,” said one of the customers. “It’s 
so expensive I can’t afford a big piece 
these days.” 

“All right,” said the butcher cheer- 
fully, cutting off a good supply. “This 
{ about what you want?” 
| And as the woman nodded, the cat 
| was given the extra piece of liver she 
couldn’t afford to buy: 
| Surely the butcher’s cat is fortunate! 


: By Euntce Warp 


<2 Be Home-Town Papers 
7 By 


> OME-TOWN papers, 
On the dusty stand, 
Rows of last week’s latest news 
Easily at hand. 


Bob has married Susan, 
Jones’s house is sold, 

Ladies’ Guild has raised a Fund, 
Spring is very cold. 


New high-school instructor 
At Miss Green’s to board, 
Fine brick building for the Bank, 
Judge has bought a Ford. 


| 


Home-town papers 
Are a funny blend, 

Yet what city sheet is read 
Through from end to end? 








Preparation 


By Terrett Love Houuipay 


HE lifted her head from 
his shoulder and looked 


at him in blissful 
wonderment. 
“Do you know, dear,” 


she confessed, “I was firmly 
resolved to say no. But after 


you had put your arms 
around me, and kissed my 
hair, my eyes, my cheeks, 


my lips—well, the yes just 
slipped out. Naughty boy! 
You should have asked me, 
first.” 

“That would have been a 
fatal tactical error,” he an- 
swered, happily. ‘‘I’ve 
learned, from reading the 
war news, the value of pre- 
paratory shelling.” 


The Weaker Sex 
“Is your husband a help 
to you?” 
“I expect he 
am teaching him 
drive the car.” 


j Drawn by > . Fun 
will be. I Drawn by R. B. Futter 


how to 
But I'll be fair. 





“T saw him first, Joe, an’ it really ought to be my shot. 
Let’s toss for it.” 


Her Suggestion 


By Tom P. Morcan 


. RECKON Id better 
speak to your Paw to- 
night, Zaline,” said 

the young swain who had 


won the heart and hand of 
the eldest daughter of Gap 
Johnson, of Rumpus Ridge, 
Ark., and was desirous of ob- 
taining her father’s consent. 

“Aw, Sankey, dearest,” 
returned the maiden. “Paw 
had three of his best dogs 
pizoned night before last, and 
I’m afraid that the idy of 
losing three dogs and win- 
ning one son-in-law mightn’t 
strike him favorably. Lez 
wait till he has had time to 
get the two transactions sor- 
ter separated in his mind.” 


Doing His Bit 
“Is Millionbucks doing his 
bit?” 
“Certainly, he has ‘Eat 
Less Bread’ posters on all his 
automobiles.” 


My Enemy: 4y Walt Mason 


“Uncle Walt’s” Exclusive Weekly Message to Judge 


main, though doubtless I’d be wiser to treat him 

with disdain. My hatred spreads and thickens, 
it still is mounting up; I'd like to swipe his chickens 
and steal his dachshund pup. 

Where is the roast I cherish? No more it 
cheers my gaze. Why do I fast and perish on 
meatless, wheatless days? Whydo I chew a rooster 
that’s old and tough and sour? Because old Bill’s a 
booster of military power. Because 
old Bill’s ambitious to rule the whole 
blamed sphere, our waiters come and 
dish us cheap victuals through the 
year. They say I am a glutton, un- 
patriotic, too, if loin of pork or mutton 
I diligently chew; I always had the 
habit of dining wisely well, but now 
I eat a rabbit that has a rancid smell. 
It’s all because the kaiser thought 
war the one best bet, that cheap 
john advertiser, that grand _ stand 
actoret. 

I always 


] DO not like the kaiser, I cuss him, might and 


hated fishes of every 


slimy kind; they make the punkest 
dishes that any man can find. But now 
I’m billed to eat them at least two 
times a week; the women clean and 
heat them, I chew them with a shriek. 
I eat the cod and grayling, I eat the Drawn by | 
pike and perch, and you can hear «jg jjpo wp 


me wailing clear to the Baptist church. teal hi 





With language I’m no miser, when all worked up 
like that, and so I cuss the kaiser, his face and spiked 
tin hat. 

I buy a suit of clothing, to make myself look sweet; my 
friends, with looks of loathing, greet me upon the 
street. “You are a_ blooming traitor,” they cry 
in angry haste; “no treason could be greater than 
is such wanton waste. The coin you blew for raiment 
would buy a hand-made trench, or it would make a 
payment on shotguns for the French. 
You train with the carousers, the waste- 
ful, heedless ones! The coin you spend 
for trousers would buy our soldiers guns!” 

What answer can I make them? 
What can a fellow say? Alas, I merely 
shake them, and go my weary way. 
But having reached the hallways 
which lead up to my flat, | 
the kaiser’s galways, his cousins and 
his cat. 

From eating slaw and liver, my 
stomach’s in the hole; I sit around and 
shiver because there is no coal; my in- 
nards raise a riot, because they’re full of 
bran, which is a helpful diet for cows, but 
not for man; I’m ordered, bossed and 
driven, and dare not disobey, and new 
commands are given by some one every 
day. I blame it on the kaiser, that jay in 
royal robe, that chronic early riser, who 
wished to rule the globe. 
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A Prodigal’s Luck 


By J. 


A. WALDRON 


LAWRENCE 


FELLOWS 





Illustration by 


as WOULD marry you in a minute, dear, if it 
were not for one thing.” 
“So vou said last night 
last. But you've declined to 
obstacle. I think I’ve guessed 
my father?”’ 

Harvey Thresher and Marion Rand were supping 
after the theatre in a restaurant formerly brilliantly 
lighted, now given to shadows which really improved its 
riot of color. 

“Yes,” she replied. 
with me?” 

“Of course. 
would be pleased. 
to be as candid.” 

‘1 am. I shall. I am winning a living in the 
Beauty Chorus. I detest the life. I know I never can 
become an actress of note. I shouldn’t care to try, for 
the end, if possible, would be far off. Thus I'll not 
pretend I am out for a career.” 


and night before 
mention . the 
You mean 


“Your father. You'll be candid 


I should lie to you if I were to say he 
You are fond enough of me, I know, 


“Your honesty, my dear, is one of the things that 
first appealed to me.” 

“And I know I should not long be a front-row girl. 
New favorites come in a crowd. Harvey, a domestic 
life with you I hold much dearer. But—” 

““Oh, dad never would cut me off altogether! He 
might storm a bit. But storms don’t last.” 

“Suppose he should cut you off? You have no busi- 
ness training. Mind, I’m not selfish in the matter. 
You shouldn’t burn your bridge. And you’ve spent so 
much money.” 

“Oodles!”” He laughed. “I might set myself up as 
a model spendthrift for sons about town hard pressed 
to know what to do with their allowances. A sort of 
Guide to Expenditure, you know. I play a ripping game 
of golf—ditto billiards—and at times I have augmented 
my income at bridge. There are teachers of all these 
games. Why couldn’t I—” 

‘Be serious, please! I want to marry you, but not to 
your own misfortune.” 














“Leave it to me, dear girl. We'll get married any- 
way. And if worse comes to worst you can still stay at 
the theatre until I turn something up—which I cer- 
tainly shall! You'll never regret it.” 

Miss Rand was a practical girl, but she was in love. 
And he emphasized his plea. So the next morning they 
went with two friends to the Little Church Around the 
Corner. 

Archibald Thresher, Harvey’s father, long a wid- 
ower, of querulous habit, read of the marriage. Some 
one had sent him a marked copy of a theatrical paper 
which never misses a rare piece of “professional” news. 

The illustratons in this journal added fuel tothe flame 
which the intelligence caused. The old gentleman raved. 

When Harvey happened around, as he was bound to 
do in anxiety, there was a royal row. The father dis- 
owned him and ordered him out of the house. But the 
old gentleman cooled a little the next day and sent a 
check to Harvey’s favorite club for a three-months’ 
allowance, with the information that it was the last 
penny he would ever waste on a prodigal and undutiful 
son. Then the old gentleman took to his bed and sent for 
his physician. 

Dr. Welland had introduced Harvey to this vale of 
tears, and had always been fond of the boy. When the 
old gentleman told the doctor about “this outrageous 





marriage” the doctor sympathized with him, though he 
dissembled. In his heart he believed that a case of love 
should be treated in sympathy with symptoms. 

Archibald Thresher grew worse. The doctor in- 
sisted, against the patient’s will, that a nurse should be 
engaged, and had his way. He brought a very attractive 
young woman with him the next day and left the case in 
her hands, plus medication. 

“You are too testy, my dear Thresher,” the doctor 
said, “and will grow worse if you don’t curb your tem- 
per. No man—not even an old man—can be harsh and 
peevish when a young woman is about.” 

The old gentleman was angry for a moment, but a 
physician always has the whip hand. 

Miss Gillman, the nurse, took such care of the invalid 
that soon he was out of sorts when she was out of sight. 
“My son, you know, is an ingrate,”’ he said to her one day. 

“Is he?” She looked at him wide-eyed. 

“Yes. An ingrate.” And then he told her of the 
awful thing Harvey had done. 

“But maybe they love each other,” she ventured. 


“Piffle! She married him because she thought he 
would be my heir. But I’ve disinherited him.” 
“Oh!” 


“And serves him right. He’ll never get my money.” 
Chere was silence for a time. “Young woman,” he 
resumed, “don’t think I’m an old 





a 








fool—a soft old fool—for I’m not. 
And don’t misunderstand me. I’m 
not sentimental. But I want to 
rebuke that ingrate. I’d marry you, 
if you’d have me!” 

“Oh, Mr. Thresher! 
do that!” 

“Very well. I didn’t think you 
would. But I shall leave you a lot 
of money just the same. Get mea 
drink.” 

After serving him the nurse left 
the room. She was gone longer than 
usual. When she returned the old 
gentleman was contrite. “You 
aren’t going to desert me, are you?” 
he asked. “I didn’t mean to hurt 
your feelings. I believe I’m as fond 
of you as though you were my own 
flesh and blood. I never had a 
daughter.” 

“And I’m as fond of you as a 
girl should be of a father, sir. I 
was gone a little longer than usual 
because your son is down stairs. He 
says he has something to say to 
you.” 

“And I’ve something to say to 
him!” The old gentleman’s jaws 
snapped. “Let him come up.” 

She quickly returned with Harvey. 

“What have you to say to me?” 
the father asked, glowering. 

“T understand you’re going to 
make your nurse your heir.” 

“Tam. What of it?” 


I couldn’t 
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A MeEssENGER From Home 








“Well it’s all right. I’m glad 
you’re fond of her. SoamI. She 
happens to be your daughter-in-law.” 

























Activities in the Training Camp in Henneryville 
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Drawn by Zim 


Zim’s fantastic humor is here depicted in the barn-yard, to which the various 
preparatory activities of war are transferred with human suggestion. 








Some Difference! 


By Garrett Evspen Fort 


* JT °M SORRY, Harold,” sighed the maiden, reluct- 
antly disengaging herself from the embrace of 
the ardent young man and turning up the light 

as she heard her father’s step in the hall; “but Father 

will insist upon young men declaring their intentions 
before permitting them to hug me.” 

The ardent young man knit his brow and bit his lip 
in chagrin. Nearer and nearer sounded the parental 
footsteps. Suddenly a flash of divine inspiration, like 
rushing dawn! Springing to his feet, the ardent young 
man sped to the victrola and slapped on a twelve-inch 
fox-trot. Then, as the melody unwound, he turned and 
stretched forth his arms. 

“Come!” he whispered thrillingly. 

“You think of such wonderful things!” murmured 
she, as they clasped each other in an embrace which 
made the other look like thirty cents. 

Her father thrust his head discreetly between the 
curtains, saw them enjoying their simple pleasure, and 
softly withdrew to read his editorials and stock reports. 

“Ethel makes a charming hostess,”’ he thought. 





Thoughts on Heat 
By Liste Beut 
EAT is defined by scientists as “a form of energy.” 
What they really meant was “merely a form of 
energy.” 

There are four kinds of heat known to man—that 
which doesn’t come from radiators, that which doesn’t 
come from grates, that which doesn’t come from pipes, 
and that which doesn’t come from anywhere else. 

Coal is said to produce heat, but no one seems able 
to produce the coal. Water freezes at 32 degrees 
Fahrenheit. Pipes freeze at random. 

The only way to get heat from a radiator is to park 
your heels against its corrugated sides, and stand every- 
body else off with a shotgun. The only way to get 
heat from a furnace is to stoke it with one hand, and sit 
on it with the other. 

Damp poor heat—don’t say that too quickly—may 
be secured by locking yourself in the bathroom, and 
letting the hot water fill the tub. 

Textbooks assert that heat may be secured by fric- 
tion. It’s a lie. We have been having friction with 
the janitor for a month, but no heat. 
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Drawn by 3 CON ACHER ss) CAan’T GET "Em Up’. 


Rookie (as reveille sounds)—Say, Ed! 


“What?” 


“Who’s the poor dub that has t° wake th’ bugler? 





























The Song of the Morning Wash 


By Howarp Dietz 
Decorations by Nokm1t PERNEsSIN 


N mornings when I shave myself, and subsequently lave 
myself, 
I raise my voice, my dainty voice, above its normal 
strain. 
I marvel at the trill I have, and marvel more until I have 
Completely rubbed my visage and removed its every stain. 
My music has a ring to it, a catchy raggy swing to it— 
Its value and its volume swell with every mighty scrub. 
Can such a voice melodious be classified as odious? 
What operatic skill I have when | am in the tub! 


1 warble ukelele songs and rollicking Bill Bailey songs 
That send my boyish spirit far away to Waikiki, 

I gargle French and Russian tunes, ‘““He might have -been a 

Prussian” tunes, 

And other songs that Gilbert wrote to thumping melody. 

I bellow Labor’s treble chants, disordered, flaming revel chants, 
A wilder rigadoon I cry with every vicious scrub. 

And still they call Caruso good! I wonder could he do so good 
A solo unaccompanied as I when in the tub. 


But mercy when I dare to sing a lyric that | care to sing, 
Unhampered by the marbled walls that decorate my bath, 
The sounds my throat will utter’ll be nothing more than guttural 

To aggravate the company (and even me) to wrath. 
My solos all are out o’ tune—I cannot bawl or shout a tune 
When Iam not ungarmented, and—hang it—there’s the rub! 
I wish that I could always sing—in parlor or in hallways sing 
The beautiful refrains I loose when | am in the tub 









































Drawn by ALEXANDER Sass 


“Hello! Goin’ on leave!” 
“Nope.” 
“What are ye washin’ your face for then?” 


A Card 


O THE PUBLIC:—The undersigned, being about 
to build a house, with his own funds and for the 
sole occupancy of himself and family, and having se- 
cured the services of a competent architect and builder 
to plan and oversee the erection of the same, hereby 
invites hints, suggestions and advice from acquain- 
tances and strangers who have never built houses of their 
own and have no expectation of inheriting this one or of 
acquiring it by purchase, mortgage or otherwise. 
]. Futter Gioom 





Carelessness 
By Benyamin De Casseres 


N this time when the word “Efficiency” 
parades up and down the earth devouring 
whom it may and System and Routine follow 

after like two undertakers sniffing the slaughter, it 
would be well for some one of us not yet petrified 
to say a word or two in defense of that grand old 
word Carelessness. 

Carelessness was anciently an art. It was 
born in Greece. The soul of Greece was a careless, 
negligent, riant soul. It practised the lost art of 
procrastination—a veritable lost art, for even 
Spain, whose fascinating doctrine of Mafiana once 
dominated half the world, has now become a get- 
it-done-to-day country, and the glory that was 
hers is pigeonholed in System. 

Carelessness is still an art among those who 
live bounteously instead of daily prussianizing 
themselves. Carelessness is still the slogan among 
poets, vagabonds, multi-souled scribes and the 
ladies of the chorus. 

Carelessness, which is the apotheosis of the in- 
stinct of fearlessness and disdain of consequences, 
keeps one young. It is the spirit of a mocking 
mirth. It is a vision of the values of things——or the 
consciousness of the absence of value in much that 
is sicklied o’er with the pale cast of Importance. 

Robert Louis Stevenson—the Grand-Young 
Man of modern ‘Carelessness—once said to a 
creditor, “If I do not pay you today, I will pay 
vou tomorrow, and if not tomorrow, then the 
day after.”” Emerson—a rapt bonze of careless- 
ness—inscribed above his door, “‘ Whim.” 

It is not wars that crucify mankind, but the 
factory whistle, the dinner gong, the machinery 
of our stupendous industries. Duty, efficiency 
and time-clocks are the Molochs that we sacrifice to. 

The spirit of Life itself is more like Puck than 
Gradgrind, and what we need in our souls is a 
little more sportive carelessness. 


Anybody 
By H. W. Der 


NYBODY can become a child-expert. Provided, of course, 
that he knows nothing about children. Child-experts are 
made, not born. A mild acquaintance with spectacular psy- 
chology, a saving amount of loquacity and a little determination 
will make a popular child-expert out of almost any ignoramus. 
Of course, the child-expert must naturally insist upon moral 
suasion, naive suggestion, undying patience and utter freedom 
from visible restraint. He must snort at every effective meas- 
ure that practical parents have stumbled upon. He must 
advocate two or three nonsensical things that nobody has ever 
dreamed about., His theories must be so phrased that they 
will appeal to old maids, young bachelors and newly-weds 
But they must be worthless. 
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Zim’s IDEA OF THE KIND oF CREATURE 


s TuHat Run Some or Our NEWSPAPERS. 
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In the Wrong Line—‘ Your hard- 
luck story is one of the most affecting I 
have ever heard.” 

“Thanks, boss. Then you'll give me a 
small donation?” 

“No.” 

“But you just said——’ 

“Exactly. -A man with your imagina- 
tion and gift of narration ought to be able 
to malse a great deal of money as promo- 
ter. There is no earthly excuse.’’— 
Birmingham Age-Herald. 


Proper Place—‘ The bookkeeper and 
the stenographer seem to be in love with 
each other.” 

“Um.” 

“See them sitting at that desk billing 
and cooing.” 

“Well, that’s the billing desk:”’— 
Kansas City Journal. 


Pretty Good Rent—‘The village 
wiseacres used to say that Flubdub had 
rooms for rent in his upper story.”’ 

“Did he fool ’em?” 

“Looks like it. He’s rented ’em to a 
corporation for $10,000 a year. That is 
to say, they’ve hired him for their law 
department.”—Omaha News. 
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JOURNALISM 
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Why the Editor Left Town—Mrrs. 
J. T. Miller read an article on ‘“ Personal 
Devils.” Seventeen were present.— 
From the Boone (Ia.) News-Republican. 

The first fall meeting of the Ladies’ 
Matinée Musicale will be hell in the 
Central Christian Church, Saturday 
afternoon at 2:30 o’clock.—The Columbus 
(Ind.) Republican. 

Mr. Roberts went to Kansas City with 
a car of hogs. Several of the neighbors 
went in together to make up the car.— 
From the Jola (Kan.) Register. 


Financial Depression—A great deal 
is being said nowadays about “money 
being close.” This may be true, but the 
editor of the Times has not found it to be 
true. Precious little of it gets close 
enough to us to be within our reach.— 
Thomaston (Nev.) Times. 


A Diseut of the Worldir 





Rivaling the Sirens 
**A voice like yours ought not to be wasted 
in street singing.” 
“What could I do with it, sir?’ 
“Well, it might be used for air raid warn- 
ings.”’—Snark’s Annual (London). 


, 


Our Honest Confession—Yes, we 
went to the movies at Wilkesbarre last 
Wednesday. There was nothing in crea- 
tion to call us to that town but the mov- 
ies, and we went and enjoyed it. We 
believe in telling the truth, and will not 
try to crawl out by saying that we hap- 
pened to be there on business and dropped 
in while waiting for a train.—Dushorc 
(Pa.) Sullivan Review. 





In Justice to Ourself—It takes a 
hustler for the newspaper business in this 
locality just now, but The Bugle is equal 
to the emergency. We can write a poem, 
discuss the tariff, umpire a ball game, 
report a wedding, saw wood, beat a law- 
yer, describe a fire so that the readers 
will shed their wraps, make a dollar do 
the work of ten, shine at a soirée, address 
a horticultural society, measure calico, 
abuse the liquor habit, test whisky, sub- 
scribe to charity, go without meals, at- 
tack the free silver, defend bimetalism, 
sneer at snobbery, wear diamonds, invent 
advertisements, overlook scandal, praise 
babies, delight pumpkin raisers, minister 
to the afflicted, heal the disgruntled, fight 
to a finish, set type, mold opinion, sweep 
the office, praise the widows, run for 
office, speak at prayer meeting, and stand 
in with everybody and everything. 
Tamarora (Idaho) Bugle. 


Visit from Uncle Hank—Uncle 
Hank Stepum walked into our office yes- 
terday and paid his yearly subscription 
with a barrel of turnips. We had a mess 
for dinner, juicy and toothsome as possum 
meat. Call again, Uncle Hank.—T7he 
Tennessee Eagle. 


A Card of Thanks—Mr. and Mrs. 
Fred Schreur wish to sincerely thank 
their many friends who so _ kindly 
assisted in the late sickness and death 
of their infant child.—Copemish (Mich.) 


Courier. 


























Standardized Footgear 


Das verdnderte Bild der Bahnnofstrasse. 


Main Street as it used to be, and as it is now.—Nebelspalter (Zurich). 























Mrs. Newly-Rich Ventures an Art Criticism 
“C'est peut-étre trés bien fait, mais je n’en voudrais pas chez moi, ¢a doit trop attirer li 
mouches.”” 


j 


“It may be well done and all that, but I wouldn’t want it in my house. It would attract 


Le Péle-Méle (Paris) 


too many flies.” 
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Only One Thing to Do—TIwo men 
borrowed a horse and carriage to take 
them to a distant pond on a fishing trip. 
Arrived at the pond, the men, by the 
exercise of great patience, managed to 
get the harness off the horse, after which 
they tied him to a tree with a neck halter. 
The fishing over, the men set to work 
reharnessing the horse. They found that 
they could manage everything but the 
bridle. They simply couldn’t get the bit 
into the horse’s mouth, for he wouldn't 
open it. Finally one of them said, after 
every ruse had failed: 

“Well, friend, there’s nothing to do but 
wait.” 

“Wait for what?” asked his friend. 

“Why, for the confounded animal to 
yawn.” —Argonaut. 

Not So—Jack (in a whisper)—Say, 
I am almost sure this pretty girl on the 
other side of me nudged me with her 
elbow just now. 

Mack—Aw, forget it. Don’t you see 
she is just knitting?—Florida Times- 
Union. 


One Exception—" Bliggins says he 
doesn’t care for anybody’s opinion.” 

“Which means,” commented Miss 
Cayenne, “that he doesn’t care for any- 
body’s opinion except his own.”— 
Washington Star. 


Agreed—‘‘Jones is so easily de- 
ceived.” 
“Why, he thinks he is very bright.” 
“Ves, that’s what I mean.”—Boston 


Transcript. 
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Looking Forward—He—Dear, I’m 
going to buy the furniture today for our 
future home. Shall I get twin beds? 

She (blushingly)—Oh, Will, you don’t 
think we'll ever have twins, do you?— 
Ginger. 


A Pleasing Game—* You might order 
me a couple of dozen oysters,” said the 
pretty girl. 

“But I thought you never ate oysters?” 

“True.” 

“And you couldn’t possibly eat two 
dozen.” 

‘No, but I always order them when I 
can. One might find a pearl.’’—Omaha 
News. 


Only Kindness—Private Simpkins 
had returned from the front to find that 
his girl had been walking out with an- 
other young man, and naturally asked 
her to explain her frequent promenades 
in the town with the gentleman. 

“Well, dear,’’ she replied, “it was only 
kindness on his part. He just took me 
down every day to the library to see if you 
were killed.”—St. Louis Globe-Democrat. 


Only a Soft Heir—* You look as if 
you had been kissed by a breeze from 
Northland,” said a poetic young lady 
to a pretty friend, whose cheeks were 
glowing with color. 

“Oh, no!” .was the laughing reply; 
“it was only a soft heir from Baltimore.” 
—Topeka State Journal. 
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Good as New—During his vacation 
a lawyer met an old friend in the village 
and their conversation drifted to a dis- 
cussion of the natives. A young farmer 
came under their view. 

“He’s a fine-looking young fellow,’ 
said the lawyer. 

* Y-e-e-s,”’ assented his friend. 

“Well, anyway, he has a mighty gdod 
head.”’ 

“It ought to be goed,’ was the reply. 
“That man’s head is brand-new—he’s 
Minneapolis Trib- 


never used it any.” 
wine. 


A Gifted Son—Although Alfred had 
arrived at the age of twenty-one years he 
showed no inclination either to pursue his 
studies or in any way adapt himself to his 
father’s business. 

“1 don’t know what I will ever make of 
that son of mine,” bitterly complained his 
father, a hustling business man 

‘Maybe he hasn’t found himself yet,” 
consoled the confidential friend. ‘‘Isn’t 
he gifted in any way?” 

‘“‘Gifted?”’ queried the father. “* Well, 
I should say he is! He ain’t got a darned 
thing that given to him.” 
Tit-Bits. 
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Frippery vs. Frumpery 
“I never dressed up like you do to catch 
a husband!”’ 
“Yes, but look what you got.”—Snark’s 
Innual (London). 
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Honesty—The man in the corner seat 
looked worried. At last he spoke. 

“Madam,” he said, “will you kindly 
take this nickel and give it to the con- 
ductor when he comes around? I have 
been trying to catch his eve, but he ap- 
parently does not see me. Will you see 
that he gets it?” 

The woman sat bewildered in the 
presence of such extraordinary honesty. 
but she good naturedly accepted the 
trust. After the man left the car she, too, 
attempted to establish a line of communi 
cation with the conductor, but failed. 
She was nearing her own destination, but 
conscience forbade her leaving the car 
until her neighbor’s fare had been paid. 
Before that feat was accomplished she 
had been carried four blocks beyond her 
street. When she finally got home her 
temper was slightly damaged. 

‘*But you shouldn’t have been so ac- 
commodating,” said her husband. ** You 
should have got off at vour corner.” 

“But how could I?” the woman ar 
gued. ‘With that man’s honesty before 
me as a sample of right living I simply 
had to turn his nickel over to the con- 
ductor.”’ 

**Maybe you are right,” said the man, 
admiringly. ‘*Women certainly.do have 
fine notions about these things. But it 
is too bad. You had to walk back.” 

“Oh, no, I didn’t walk,” she said, ‘I 
rode.”’ 

‘“* And that cost you another nickel?” 

“No, it didn’t,”’ she said. ‘The con- 
ductor never even looked my way when 
he came through, and I got off without 
having to pay.”—New York Evening 
Post. ; 


Extravagance— The cook burnt the 
steak again,’ exclaimed the experienced 
housewife. 

“Dear me,” exclaimed young Mrs 
Torkins. *‘*Wouldn’t ordinary coal have 
been a_ little cheaper?’’—IWashington 
Star. 


The Dears!—Bel/e—I hear the Gov- 
ernment is badly in need of camouflage 
artists. 

Nell—It is a wonder you have not 
been snatched up with that complexion, 
dear.—Baltimore American. 


Before and After—aAt first a woman 
doesn’t want anything but a husband, 
but just as soon as she gets one, she wants 
everything else in the world.—E. W. 
Howe's Monthly. 
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Planning His Future for Him 


* You're comin’ along with me, my lad, as soon as this is over!” 


j 


(Hermann the Hun feels that he does knox 


Candor—WM istress—I am not quite 
satisfied with your references. 

Muaid—Neither am I, but they are the 
best I could get. New Vork Globe. 





Getting Acquainted with Her “Godson” 


“Voyons, pensiez-vous un peu a moi au 


front?’ 


“Oh! oui jem'disais: ‘Vivement ma 
perme, quej aille voir un peula gueule qu'elle a!” 

“Come, flow, didn’t you ever think of me 
when you were at the front?” 

“Sure! I sez to myself: ‘Just wait ‘Il 
] git my leave an’ go see what kind o’ mug 
she’s got!” —Le Rire (Paris). 


a better ’ole.) Bysta nder (London). 


Hasn’t Kept Pace—‘‘She hasn’t kept 
pace with her husband.” 

“What do you mean? Hasn’t she 
been able to spend his money as fast as 
his salary was raised?”—Detroit Free- 


Press. 


Satisfied—Newl ywed—lI have just in- 
sured my life in your favor for $20,000. 
But if I die within a month you won’t 
get it. 

Wife—Oh, that’s all right, dear, I can 
wait that long.”—Boston Globe. 


No Real Equality—S/e—At last 
the time is coming when the sexes will 
be on an equal footing. 

He—That can never be. 

She—Why not, sir? 

He—There will never be any real 
equality between the sexes while a man 
can’t go through his wife’s pockets for 
the loose change he wants.—Baltimore 
American. 














The Tax on Dogs 

“Ou’est-ce que vous voulez, chacun a son 
amour-propre: ce pauvre petit ne veut pas 
passer pour un chien de luxe: c’est un chien 
de garde!”’ 

“You can hardly blame Fido for wanting 
to keep his self-respect. The poor little thing 
doesn’t want to be classed as a mere lap-dog; 


he’s a watch-dog!”—Le Péle-Méle (Paris) 
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A Crusty Customer—* What are you 
reading these days?” asked the talkative 
man. 

“Price lists,” answered the grouchy 
individual, and another attempt to start 
a little cheerful conversation was nipped 
in the bud.—Birmingham A ge-Herald. 


Borrowing Trouble—‘ John ~ looks 
worried, doesn’t he?” 

“Yes; he’s borrowing trouble.” 

“About what?”’ 

“Oh, he’s fretting about the number of 
explanations of the war sure to be printed 
when peace is declared. He'll be forced 
to read ’em all because he’s a book re- 
viewer, you know.’’—Detroit Free Press. 


An Overdose 

‘I pensar que, al sortir de Paris el metge em va geceptar un parell de piladores al dia!” 
“When I left Paris I little thought I should have so many pills every day.” —Esquella 

{ Barcelona). 





a book.” 

“What’s his subject?” 

“*Telephone Etiquette.’ He’s just 
writing a chapter on the fellow who calls 
strangers to the ‘phone and asks: ‘Who 
is talking?’ At last accounts he was 
searching the dictionary for extra- 
profane descriptive words.’’—Detroit 
Free Press. 
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The German Idea—They were dis- 
cussing efficiency—a college professor 
and a New York banker. The former 
was willing to concede, being a_broad- 
minded man, that the Germans were the 
real masters of the science, when all was 
said anddone. Their grasp on the world’s 
commerce before. the war proved that. 
The banker smiled reminiscently and 
recalled the fact that previous to 1914 he 
had been visited by a German efficiency 
engineer who was going to make some 
suggestions relative to the more efficient 
administration of the bank’s_ organi- 
zation. 

“T showed him a picture,” said the 
banker, “which was, according to my 
idea, the epitomization of efficiency. It 
represented an exceedingly stout woman 
engaged in rocking a cradle with one foot, 
operating a fanning device to keep the 
baby cool, with the other foot; she was 
reading a book held in a rack, while she 
knitted, and at the same time sang a lul- 
laby. That, said I, is one hundred per 
cent efficiency!” 








Difficult Task—* Smithers is writing 





“The German looked at the picture, 
and then remarked, laconically, ‘I gif 
her only sigsdy-sigs und doo-dirds 
bercent.” 

““*Good heavens, man!’; said I in as- 
tonishment, ‘what else on earth could 
she do?’ 

“*Vell, she veighs maybe a couple 
hunnerd bounds; she could be combress- 
ing a cheese by sitting on it. If she do 
dot, too, den I gif her von hunnerd 
bercent.’””—The Kant Slip. 


A Slacker—‘ How long has that clerk 
worked for you?” asked the caller. 

“About four hours,” replied the boss. 
“T thought he had been here longer than 
that,” said the caller. 

“He has,” said the boss. 
here for four months.” 
quirer. 


He’s been 
—Cincinnati En- 





There’s a Reason 


Servant—A gendarme to see you, sir. 

Master—Show him into the drawing room. 

Mistress—Into the drawing room? Aren’t 
you too democratic? 

Master—Not at all. My overcoat is 
hanging up in the kitchen.—Novy Satirikon 
(Petrograd). 


Manners—This is the way the agent 
got a lesson in manners. He called at a 
business office and saw nobody byt a pre- 
possessing though capable appearing 
young woman. “Where’s the boss?” he 
asked abruptly. 

“What is your business?” 
politely. 

“None of yours!” he snapped. “I got 
a proposition to lay before this firm, and 
I want to talk to somebody about it.” 

“And you would rather talk to a gen- 
tleman?” 

"Te." 

“Well,” answered the lady, smiling 
sweetly, “so would I. But it seems that 
it’s impossible for either one of us to 
have our wish so we’ll have to make the 
best of it. State your business, please.””— 
Argonaut. 


she asked 
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A Dash for the Train 
IN THE RUSH PERIOD 


—GEORGE P. METZGER. 

Mr. Metzger may not have realized it 
when he sent the above poem to us, but 
he has started another New School of 
Poetry. 

It was bound to come, sooner or later. 
The time was gravid with the thought. In 
our dim, dumb, blind way we have 
groped toward it ourself. 

But it has remained for Mr. Metzger 
actually to turn the trick . .. to pro- 
duce the Verse without Words, which gets 
away from all poetical conventions 
completely. 

Just as the cubists and futurists have 
succeeded in getting away from form in 
sculpture and painting, and interpreting 
the emotions and forces behind form, so, 
for a long time, have literary artists been 
attempting to find something more cen- 
tral, essential, radical and vital than the 
older, more conventional forms in verse. 

There have been different sorts of vers 
libre—there have been imagists, vortic- 
ists, spectrists, etc. There has been 
Gertrude Stein. And there has been, 
and still is, Archy (the cockroach). But 
none of these went far enough. Even 
\lfred Kreymborg and Ezra Pound did 
not go far enough. They used words. 

Even Gertrude Stein used words. 

And why say that you have done any- 
thing unconventional in literature when 
you still use words? 

Mr. Metzger has got away from words 
entirely, for the first time, in poetry; he 
has written a poem in which ideas, emo- 
tions, sensations, spiritual and physical 
experiences, are suggested by the marks 
of punctuation which are ordinarily used 
to condition, accentuate, elaborate, the 
significance of words.—Don Marquis in 
New York Evening Sun. 


Obvious Nomenclature—“‘I won- 
der why they gave guns such a name as 
repeating rifles?” 

“For the reason that they wanted the 
shots to tell.”—San Francisco Chronicle. 


By Indirection—Miss Ada—How do 
Mephistopheles, Mr. 


you pronounce 
Smith? 

Mr. Smith—I never pronounce it. I 
mention his home address.—Tid-Bits. 





Puzzling—An intelligent Frenchman 
was studying the English language. 

“When I discovered that if I was quick 
I was fast,” said he, “and that if I was 
tied I was fast, if I spent too freely I was 
fast, and that not to eat was to fast, I was 
discouraged. But when I came across the 
sentence ‘the first one won one dollar 
prize,’ I was tempted to give up trying 
to learn English.—Roller Monthly. 


Mrs. Partington Again—Mrs. Kaw- 
ler—Then you and young Mr. Sharp are 
not on speaking terms any more? 

Mrs. Blunderby—No, indeed. The last 
time I met him I told him my husband had 
locomotive ataxia and the young whipper- 
snapper had the impudence to ask if he 
whistled at crossings.—Boston Transcript. 








The Baited 
Kaiser—He nearly had me once; but 


—National News (London). 
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Wanted to Know—“ All of you who 
never told a lie raise your hands,” said the 
teacher to her small pupils. 

“Please, teacher,” piped little Jimmie, 
“is it a lie if nobody finds it out?”— 
Boston Transcript. 


Logical—“ William the Conqueror,” 
read the small boy from his history 
“landed in England in 1066 A. D.”’ 

“What does A. D. stand for?” inquired 
the teacher. 

The small boy pondered. 

“T don’t exactly know,” he said. “‘May- 
be it’s after dark.”—New York Times. 
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Peace Trap 


I’ve nearly got him now. (But has he?) 
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Too Late—A physician was examining 
a class of nurses. He described the condi- 
tion of a patient, and asked one nurse 
how much morphine, in her opnion, 
should be administered to the sufferer. 

“Eight grains,’ promptly replied the 
nurse. The doctor made no comment, 
and the girl passed on. When her turn 
came again she appeared greatly con 
fused, and said to the examiner 

“Doctor, I wish to correct the answer 
I made last time. I meant to say that 
one-eighth of a grain should be given to 
the patient.” 
late,” remarked the physician, 
looking up from his question 
“The man’s dead.”’—Passing 


“Too 
without 
paper. 
Show. 


Going to Dig for One—In Alabama 
they tell of one “Doc” Marsh, a queer 
old “yarb” doctor of decidedly limited 
education. 

One day some one said to him, 
here, Doc, haven’t you any diploma?” 

“Well, no,” said the doctor, “I ain't 
got none on hand just now, but I’m goin’ 
to dig some as soon as the ground is right 
Harper's Magazine. 
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in the spring.” 


“You're looking misera- 
Why don’t you ask a dos 


He Knew 
ble, Subbubs 
tor what ails you?” 

‘I know what ails 
sumption.” 

“You don’t mean it?” 

‘I do. I have to bolt my breakfast in 
two gulps to catch the train, and my 
lunch in two more to get back to the 
office.” —Boston Transcript. 


me-—quick con- 








A Stickler for Etiquette 
Blowin’ yer ‘ot tea! You 
What d’yer think 


for?—Passing Show 


Shocked parent 
ain’t got no manners! 
they invented saucers 


London). 
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Trouble Ahead—‘Jack is awfully 
annoying at times. He made me so 


angry to-day that I picked up a book 
“What!, You surely didn’t throw it 
at him?”’ 
“Oh, no; 
we weren’t married yet.” 
seri pl. 


I remembered in time that 
Boston Tran- 


Only At Night—That one of the pro- 
fessors at Princeton has had his domesti« 
trials was recently evidenced when a 
young woman of rather serious turn en- 
deavored to involve him in a theological] 
discussion. 

Professor,” she asked, *‘do you or do 
you not believe in infant dam nation?” 

‘I believe in it,’’ said the professor, 
“only at night.”,-—New York Times. 

















No Wonder They Guard It! 


“Out est-ce donc? Caillaux?’ 

‘Non: du taba 

“What have thev got there? Caillaux?” 
“No: tobacco.” Le Rire (Pari Be 
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The Old Songs—* I wonder why it is 
that we love the old songs best?” asked 
the sentimental one. 

“T think,” said her workaday hearer, 
“it’s because they’re not sung so often.” 


—Buffalo Express. 


His Father’s Fault—* How did you 
come to be a performer on the bass viol.” 

“Well, when I decided to be a musician 
I got father to promise to buy me a fiddle. 
But father always was one of those men 
who want to get as much as possible for 
their money.” —IWashington Star. 
Largo— He said this skirt of mine 
was a perfect symphony.”’ 

‘Maybe, but it’s not well conducted.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“It drags.” —Brooklyn Citizen. 


The Difference—* When you were in 
musical comedy you were known as Miss 
Tonsils. Now you’re in grand opera you 
are Madame Tonsils. How’s that?” 
quizzed the new interviewer. 

“Tt’s this way,”’ was the explanation. 
“Now, I’m wedded to my art. Then I 
merely had a husband to support.”- 
Everybody's Magazine. 


Powerful Missile—Concer! singer—l 
am thinking of touring South Africa next> 
vear. 


Best friend—Take my advice and don't. 


An ostrich egg weighs two or three 
pounds, you know.—Pearson’s. 

Spared Her Neighbors ** Miss 
Howles studied singing abroad.” 

“How considerate of her!’’—Boston 


Transcript. 
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Getting Away With It 
What did you come late for? 
Student—For work.—Detroit Free Press. 


Professor na 


Exclusive—A professor in an educa- 
tional institution of the city was examin- 
ing some students in hygienic science. 

“The great city agglomerations vitiate 
the atmosphere,” he said. ‘* Morbiferous 
germs, escaping from inhabited interiors, 
contaminate the air round about. In the 
country, however, the atmosphere re- 
mains pure. Why is that, Jones?” 

“Because,” said Jones, “the people in 
the country never open their windows.” — 


Tit-Bits. 























Unwelcome Garnishing 
7 | An »k 


leather in this sausage. 


there’s a piece of 
I’m blowed if I’m 


here, waiter, 





going to eat the harness too!’’—Snark’. 
Annual (London). 
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On a Pullman—Among those present 
in line when a misty dawn broke over the 
scene of the third world’s series game in 
New York was a large darky fan. * No- 
body can have this chile’s place in line,” 
he warned loudly. ‘*Ah came on a Pull- 
man all the way from Nawth Ca-lina to 
see disser game.” 

“You came on a Pullman? 
neighbor. 

* Vessuh, on it is right. 
it, that’s where Ah was. 
Argonaut. 


* asked his 


On the roof of 
Oh, boy!” 


Not Musical—JMrs. Johnsing—Can’t 
stay long, Mrs. Snow. I just come to see 
ef yo’ wouldn’t join de mission band. 

Mrs. Snow—Fo’ de lan’ sakes, honey, 
doan come to me! I can’t even play a 
mouf organ.—Christian Register. 


A Bigamous Wish—A visitor to the 
household of a colored man in Georgia 
was much impressed by the thriftiness of 
the mistress of the house. 

“That’s a hard-workin’ wife you've 
got, Joe,” said he 

“Ves,” said Joe, with the utmost 
gravity, “I wish I had a couple more like 
her.’’—Har per’s Magazine. 


His Anniversary—Old Zeb Johnson, 
the champion white-washer, walked down 
the main street of the village one morning 
dressed in his best suit, with a large, bril- 
liant buttonhole bouquet and with cotton 
gloves on his big hands. 

“Hello, Zeb,” said the postman, “are 
you taking a holiday?” 

“Dish yere,” said the old man with a 
proud wave of his huge hand, “dish yere 
am mah golden wedding anniversary, sah, 
Ah’m celebrating hit.” 

“But your wife,” said the postman, 
“is working as usual. I saw her at the 
washtub as I passed your house.”’ 

“Her?” said Zeb hotly. ‘She ain’t got 
nuffin’ ter do wif it. She’s mah fou’th.” 
—Argonaut. 
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Good Fishing, However—A popular 
arch-deacon while out one day with his 
dog and gun met a parishioner. 

“T hope,” said the archdeacon, “you 
attend church regularly and read your 
Bible?”’ 

“I do read my Bible,” replied the pa- 
rishioner; and added in a severe tone: 
“but I nowhere find that the apostles 
went out shooting.” 

“No,” said the arch-deacon, ‘the 
shooting was very bad in Palestine. so 





Wanted—Helpful Prayer—Just be- 
fore the conclusion of the weekly prayer- 
meeting in a country town one evening 
the parson arose and glanced over the 
congregation. 

“Is there anybody present,” said he, 
‘who wishes the prayers of the congrega- 
tion for a relative or friend?” 

“Yes, parson,” answered a tall, angu 
lar woman, rising to her feet. “I want the 
congregation to pray for my husband.” 

“Why, Sister Martha,” exclaimed the 
parson with a surprised expression, ‘ you 
have no husband!” 

“IT know I haven't,” was the calm 
rejoinder of Sister Martha. ‘I want all 














they went fishing instead.”—London hands to pitch in and help me pray for 
Tit-Bits. one.” —Davton News. 
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After the Air Raid 


*S'als 
fenétre!” 

“Vous avez regu un éclat de bombe?” 

‘Non, j'ai attrapé le torticolis.” 


reviennent encore 


cette nuit, je vous garantis que je ne mettrai plus le nes d ma 


“Tf they come again tonight, | promise you I shan’t stick my head out of the window!” 


“What’s the matter? 
“No, stiff-neck.”—La Batonnette (Parts). 





Did you get shell-shock?” 





The > Stow 7S hop 


By Ficaro 


ETRIBUTION sent the Carping Critic a toothache. 
Instead of spending his afternoons at home reading 
up on obscure foreign dramatists, so as to be able to 
mention their names. casually, in his next reviews, 
he was obliged instead to visit his dentist and 

submit to research rather than practice it. 

Dr. Mallett was one of those cheerful dentists who believe 
in keeping up the patient’s courage by talking merrily all the 
while. And so the Critic was no sooner in the chair than he 
was listening open-mouthed. 

“You go to the theater a lot, I understand.” 

 Eh-uh.” 

“Must be delightful! Enjoy it, don’t you?” 

“ce | - 99 

“Wider, please—I seldom get a chance to go myself. But I 
saw a good play last week, called ‘Seven Days’ Leave’.— 
That hurt?” 

“* Eh-uh.” 

““Have you seen it?—Don’t move your tongue, please.— 
Well, that’s the kind of a show I like. Took my wife and her 
sister, and we had a fine time.—Just a moment now!—Well, 
sir, it was one of the most exciting plays I ever saw in my life. 
All about German spies.—Steady now!—There was a young 
American officer in the 





English army, and he got up 
some kind of an invention to 
detect submarines, and those 
spies—a good-looking woman : 
who pretended she was a Bel- 
gian widow, and a man she 
called her brother. That’s 
all!” Of the drilling, not the 
drama. The Critic caught his 
breath; but apparently Dr. 
Mallett did not have to, for 
beginning a little mud pie of 
green clay and nitro-glycerine 
on a slab of glass, he contin- 
ued beamingly: 

“Well, these two spies 
thought they had this feller. 
While he was talking to his 
girl, oneof them stole the blue- 
prints of his invention. But 
he was smarter than they 
were. Guess what he did?” 

To facilitate the guessing, 
Dr. Mallett began stowing 
away little cotton bales and 
mattresses in the Critic’s 
right cheek till the latter 














resembled a squirrel’s in nut- 
ting time. 

“Well, sir, he fooled ’em 
by making love to the spy 


Among our prominent club women, jew are more active 
than Miss Justine Johnstone, the Galli-Curci of good looks. 
She not only runs a Little Club of her own, but gives 
vent to her pent-up hospitality by singing and dancing. 








From “Poxry’”’ 





Pocahontas (Pokey), the well-known Indian maiden, is a 
bit vehement in her blandishments. Here, at the edge of this 
cliff, she has her unwilling lover in a position of strategic 
disadvantage. 

Poxey (sentimentally): How does Nature look upside 
down? 


Florence Enright and Frederick Roland. 


woman. Then his girl found 
this woman was all ready to 
swim out to a buoy and 
signal the German submarine 
that was waiting, and she 
forced the woman to take off 
her bathing suitand give it to 
her, and sheswam out init her- 
self. And then the woman, 
without any bathing suit at 
all—” He paused, fondly sur- 
veying his little layette of in- 
struments, hesitating whether 
to choosea nut-pick or an en- 
trenching tool. Finally he 
compron ised ona buttonhook. 
“She had on tights, though, so 
it wasall right. Anyhow, these 
ti oraced out to the buoy, fight- 
ing like cats all the way, and 
—There now, it’s all done!” 

And with careless aban- 
don he jettisoned the whole 
cargo of cotton. The Critic 
got up dazedly. 

“Yes, it’s a great show. 
You ought to see it.” 

““T have,”’ he muttered, as 
in a fitful dream, and groped 
weakly toward the ante- 
chamber. 
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Willie 
takes his Lily and Jack 

oung have been quiet- 
ister to ly honeymoon- 
task for ing on the 
comprom- alimony from 
ising him her first hus- 
when he band. When 
va ; out the latter hears 
t oy the news, he 
yer h his 3 ungenerously 


“You oughtn’t to go 





refuses to con- 


~ tinue as banker. 





around like that; half 
of what you’ve got on 
has come unfastened 
Folks can see your 
spinal cord! I don’t 
care if it is hot weather. 
Hot weather is no 
excuse for downright 
besity !”’ 

Lillian Ross and 

Gregory Kelly. 


Lity: And now we 
are free to live! 

Jack: Yes, free to 
live; but on what? 
Marie Nordstrom and 


Frank Fay. 
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In an emergency @ 
true woman will stop and apply a little powder—which Mi 
Westis now doing for Batiste, a Canadian lumberjack who 

had the misfortune to get knocked out. 


Puc: Brace up, Frenchy! You got something good comin’ to you! Say, 
lady, it’s pretty tough on him. He don’t know w hat to do with water. 
Curtis Cooksey, Edward G. Robinson and Mary Ryan. 
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Leland Stanford University 


LAY in Four Acts—Act One—Mary 
Ann 

Act Two—kitchen fire. 

Act Three—Oil can. 

Act Four—Golden lyre. 

“Don't strike me, you brute,” cried 


the Novel Heroine; know I’m no 


match for you.” 


“you 


When it comes to getting a job, a college 
graduate can always have his pick—and 
shovel 


“Oh, Henry, you're always getting things 
twisted. Here I send you for crackers, and 
you bring back pretzels.” 

* Then asked 
the rejected James 

“Quite,” was Dorothy’s calm reply. “Shall 
I return your letters?” 

* There's 


this is absolutely final?” 


some good material in them 


that I can use again.” 
Military Drama—*‘ Salute!” 

“Who?” 

“Your superior.” 


“Where?” 


“Guard house.” 





Naval Reserve 


the Colle ge Wity 














University of Michigan 
AN the Theatre— Wuarkey—Oh, look. 
We don’t need to stay and see the 

last act. 

Oswald (remembering that 
Huh? 

Markey—tt says right here in the program 
in the list of scenes: “Act 4—Same as 
Act 1." 


four bucks)— 
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Mildred 
today ? 

Bernice—I Why, we 
haven’t received our complete equipment 
yet. Thev sent us guns and uniforms and 
all that sort of thing, but they entirely 
forgot the new military hairpins, powder- 
puffs and mirrors. 


Do we have the sham battle 


should say not! 


Yes, She Had—M other—Alice, dear, you 
really shouldn’t be so extravagant. You 
spent that five dollars I gave you last 
Saturday and you haven’t a thing to show 
for it. 

Daughter—Why mother, how silly! Of 
course I have something to show for it. 
[ bought stockings. ’ 


a : ko ies 
Is Jenks a modest guy ? 


Modest! He turns his girl’s picture to 
the wall before he changes his clothes. 


Bust Bust 
\ maid with a duster once made a great bluster 
\-dusting a bust in the hall. 
And when it was dusted, the bust it was busted, 
And the bust now is dust, that is all 


True, Very true——VFirst Williams Rooter 
Did you see the last basketball game? 
Second W. R. No, I took a girl to it. 


“IT think I can 
engagement to my daughter.”’ 
Er—I 


settlement, sir, what, what?” 


your 


give assent to 


was hoping’ for a little larger 


The First—What’s the difference between 
a golfer and a goofer? 

The Second—An L ol 
man! 


a difference, old 
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March 9, 1918 
The Last Word 


By Jane VIvIAN 


«“ NE, two, purl. One, two, purl.” 
The woman next me had paid 
$3.30 (including war tax) for a 
seat to knit in. I had paid the same 
amount for a seat in which to listen to 
Muratore. 

“One, two, purl. One, two, purl.” 

The weary refrain with its click accom- 
paniment was crushing my nerves into 
paste. If she did not quit when Muratore 
came on, I should be guilty of a crime. 

He came on. She continued “oneing, 
twoing, purling. 

“Madame,” I said crossly, “‘would you 
be good enough to put a muffler on your 
needles and cease your mumbling?” 

The knitter looked at me suspiciously 
and kinked her eyebrows. 

“You must be a German,” she said, as 
she finished her survey of my counte- 
nance. 

This remark would have seared my 
soul, but for its ridiculousness. I might 
be classified under the general head of 
Second Story Personages, but a German? 
Never! Seeing that she had not ruffled 
my disposition in a single spot, the lady 
proceeded to drop more stitches in her 
sweater. I looked at it. Now, had it 
been a real healthy looking sweater that 
would have kept some dear soldier warm, 
I'd have let her click her needles and 
mumble, but, bless you, in the dim red 
rays of the exit light I counted six holes, 
each large enough for a good shot to 
have put a lemon through without harm- 
ing a spear of that woman’s yarn. I 
could have counted more, but Muratore 
appeared. 


Click click. 


” 


Mumble mumble. I 
looked behind. Back of the rail was a col- 
lection of music revellers none of them 
building sweaters. I attached myself to 
their unit. 

“Are any of you people going to 
KNIT?” 

_“No, and we aren’t going to TALK, 
either,” said a morose individual, who 
was evidently short of coal. 

“To be sure you are not,” I retorted, 
“unless you wish to die at dawn.” 

And, being a woman, mine was the last 
word. 


Domestic Example 
Johnny—Pa, what is the difference be- 
tween government ownership and govern- 
ment control? 
Henpekt—Well, for 


mother doesn’t own me. 


instance, your 


He Had to Go 

Fassett—I thought Hasperley claimed 
he was too old to be drafted? 

Knox—He did; but the draft officials 
learned that Miss Hasperley, who swore 
she was only twenty-two, was his twin 
Sister, and they were too gallant to take 
his word in preference to hers. 
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Judge’s Trench Kits ‘‘Over There’”’ 


(Reproduction of Letter) 





7 was allotted to this Station. 





From: Depot Express Officer. 


To: Judge, 


articlese 


WLM /g 





Regulating Station "A". 
Army Postoffice No. 712. 


5th Avee, New York City. 


Subject: Receipt of Christmas Packages. 


1. One of the large boxes sent over here by your company, con- 
taining Christms kits for American soldiers in active service in Prance 
The contents have been distributed to the 
several soldiers at this place who have been requested to make personal 


adkmow] edgement thereof to the various donors. 


2. Permit me to thank you in behalf of the men at this place 


and to commend you for the care in selecting such appropriate and useful 


ist Lte Infe, Ue Se Re 


Jane 25, 1918. 


W. Le McMorris. 








HE above letter from an Army Depot ‘‘Somewhere 
in France’ reports the arrival of one of the 
seventy-three cases of JUDGE’S Trench Christ- 

mas Kits. Between the lines of this soldierly letter— 
courteous and choicely-worded within the strict limita- 
tions of military form—one gains a picture of the little 
celebrationewhich probably took place when the box 


was opened, and the 208 individual kits of comforts 
and small luxuries were handed out to the men. 

For the benefit of our new readers let us explain 
that JUDGE organized a Trench Christmas Fund last 
Autumn, and, with the co-operation of the American 
Defence Society, sent more than 15,000 kits of good 
cheer to France. 





My 




















Egg View Notes 


By Leste Van Every 


R. BUTTON EDGIN, who ain’t been 
M here long from Spring Ledge, was 

quickly ordered out of Bill Waite’s 
grocery, by Lem Bushnell, our marshall, during 
the exciting special February-bargain rush 
Tuesday afternoon. A stranger told Bill he 
was hunting after a pair of war aviator’s 
glasses, and Button informed the stranger 
that Bill had a large assortment of fly specks 
on hand. 

Myrt Spoor, who is anxious to become better 
liked by society, is doing all- her shopping in 
Spring Ledge, there being nothing here that 
she can’t afford. 

Truman Bilge almost broke up a holiday 
game of checkers in Morg Quidd’s blacksmith 
shop, Monday, when a sparrow flew out of 
his whiskers. 

Witt Larcom’s clever, Society money-gatter 


photoplay has come back from enother 
company, with two rejection slips, to show 
that the editor felt twice as bad as usual 
about it. 

Chet Lumley, our drayman, borrowed Corny 
Paine’s second-hand automobile to do some 
choice gift-buying in Pollywog Tuesday night, 
and is telling everybody but Corny it is a very 
rough-riding machine. Chet says that some 
place on the way home the wind got out of 
three of the tires, but that he didn’t know it 
until Corny spoke about it. 

An active part in the annual, Washington’s 
Birthday exercises, Friday, was taken by 
Muley Cannon, who poked the fire several 
times. 

Ote Gimber accidentally fell out of his hay- 
mow early Saturday morning, and shook 
himself up considerable, which was nothing 
more than he deserved, according to Sherm 
Spoor, because Ote has owed him fifteen cents 
for more than a year. 














| FUNNY THINGS IN A SOLDIER’S LIFE 





An honorarium of $5 will be sent by JuvGE to any member of Uncle Sam’s fighting forces on land or sea 


whose contribution to this department is selected by the Editor as the funniest camp or ship story of 


the Wee k. 




















Fall Breck 
Se ost vs 





Fire! 

The remarkable coolness of the soldier in an 
emergency is best shown when a tent blazes 
up. In the sketch shown above the gentle- 
man in the lower right hand corner of the 
picture is calling the occupants’ attention to 
the fact that their abode is afire, while the 
others are coping in a masterful manner with 
the situation.—W adsworth Gas Attack. 


A Good Soup 
“That’s what I call a good soup,” remarked 
the lieutenant, putting down his cup. 
“Thank you, sir,” replied the mess sergeant, 
“but we have been serving it as coffee.”— 
Trench and Camp. 





Rash 
- What’s 


Private Butternut horse’s 
name? 


Private Hickory 


your 


Vesuvius! 


Private Butternut—Why? Because he is so 
fiery? 
Pritate Hickory — Naw — because he is 


covered with eruptions. Giddap, Vesuvius. 


~Wadsworth Gas Attack. 








Comics, Cartoons, Commercial, News- 
paper and Magazine Illustrating. Pastel 
and Crayon Portraits. Earn money; be- 
come famous. Our simple method quickly 

J v 


develops your talent in spare time. 2 
Mail or Local Classes. Write for terms | 
and list of successful students. 

a any ART STUDIOS 
81-8 Flatiron Building, NEW YORK | 


Accepted original jokes are paid for at the rate of one dollar cach. 


Send in your humor, boys. 


The Heathen Chinee is Peculiar 

I walked into a Chinese laundry. It seemed 
to be the easiest way of getting in. He stood 
behind a little cage, evidently a_ protection 
against violence. He was scratching both elbows 
at the same time. I summoned up my best 
Chinese. “Very dirty washee. How longee 
takee. Two weekee?”’ 

He stopped scratching long enough to stare at 
me. 

“I will endeavor to have it for you then, sir, 
but you know that the shortage of colored labor 
hampers our efficiency considerably.” 

Whereupon he handed me the cover of a 
package of firecrackers and I left the shop.— 
Wadsworth Gas Attack. 





The Prize Nut 
The Corporal—What happened to you, Bill? 
Bill—Aw! I tried to take up a collection 
for the cook!—W adsworth Gas Altack. 


**Perfectly Killing”’ 

The Libertyville Home Guards in Waukegan, 
Ill., were giving their first exhibition drill. 
Mrs. John Kingman, a farmer’s wife, was ap- 
proaching in a buggy drawn by an ancient 
horse. The horse took one look at the forma- 
tions and dropped dead.—Trench and Camp. 


When the Day is Done 
I have eaten a bale 
Of spinach and kale, 

And I’ve never raised a row. 
I have swallowed a can 
Of moistened bran 

And I feel like a brindle cow. 
I am taking a snack 
From the old haystack 

In the evening shadows gray. 
And I’m glad, you bet, 
\t last to get 

To the end of a meatless day. 


Tears 
Hush, little Gin Mill; 
Don’t you cry, 
You'll be a drug store 
By and by.—Sheridan Reveille. 


Let an Old Town Canoe carry you where the big fish 
lurk and where game is plentiful. For casting and 


trolling, an Old Town is un- 
equalled. An Old Town offers 
health, sport and beauties of the 
great outdoors—an invitation no 
red-blooded sportsman can re- 
fuse. Send today for catalog 
which shows latest models. 
OLD TOWN CANOE CO. 

1744 Main 8t. 
Old Town, Maine 
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Cc. H. EVANS & SONS. 




















Magazine Cover Warriors 
Some day one of these artists who draw 
covers for the popular magazines is going to see 


a real soldier. The meeting will be a distinct 
shock to the artist. Your magazine-cover sol- 
dier would have a tough time of it in the 27th 
Division. He apparently salutes by slapping 
himself on the nose with a careless flip of his 
hand. Or else he makes a gesture that is a 
combination of the British salute, the secret 
wig-wag of the Royal Order of the Stuffed 
Duck, and the motion a man makes when he is 
trying to roll big Dick from Boston. 

And his uniform! We have the cover of a 
well-known magazine before us. The soldier 
on it is trying to dig his thumb in his eye while 
giving what the artist believes to be a salute, 
and he is wearing—(a) leather puttees; (b) 
khaki pants of remarkable cut; (c) a side arm 
strapped apparently to his knee; (d) a blue 
sport shirt, open at the throat, and a blue cart- 
ridge belt supported by what appear to be blue 
gallusses; (e) a hat set at a rakish angle; (f) a 
hat cord which is yellow with red tassels, indi- 
cating, presumably, that he is in the cavalry 
on week-days and the artillery on Sundays. 

Of course, we don’t believe Art should be 
trammeled by the army regulations. But if 
artists are going to paint soldiers, why not cast 
an optic at some of the 27th Division Apollos. 
Then they’d know how soldiers really look.— 
R. E. C. in Wadsworth Gas Attack. 











A Spring Beverage 


that you will keenly appreciate and enjoy 


WLTOWNA 


Evans 


NON-INTOXICATING 


Ale 


Good as a tonic or day and night beverage 
U p-to-Date Grocers, Druggists and Dealers. 
Estab. 1786 









NO GOVERNMENT 


LICENSE REQUIRED 


HUDSON, N. Y. 





HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE 


Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 
Branch Warehouses : 


30 Beekman Street, New Vork, and 32 Clinton Street, Newark, N.J. 


ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 
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Fed by the Birds 


By Cuarres Irvin JUNKIN 


LOVE to read the charming tales 
About the Golden Fleece; 
Of Midas, with his golden touch, 
And eggs, from Golden Geese; 
{nd how, in our more wondrous days, 
Of enterprise and dash, 
\ man can quickly stow away 
A barrelful of cash. 


Two men, somewhere in Michigan, 
The Daily Screech declares, 

Three years ago were poor as rats, 
And now they’re millionaires! 

These brothers, both, describe their rise, 
With throbbing, thrilling pen, 

The one possessed a common goose, 
The other kept a hen! 


\ woman out in Tuscalloo 
(The story’s often heard), 
Built up a fortune on a bee 
(A bee that was a bird!); 
And two in merry Maryland 
Found mountains of good luck, 
A pigeon did the trick for one, 
The other had a duck! 


Elijah dwelt beside the brook, 
The ancient story reads, 
And there the ravens brought him food 
To meet his daily needs; 
And foolish critics scoff and sneer, 
And call the tale absurd, 
Recause, forsooth, no man could get 
A living from a bird! 


Press Notes from the Movie 
Studios 


By Georce Ceci: Cowi1nc 
PHYLLIS DE MIGNON, the beauti- 


ful Heartgraft star, has just pur- 
chased a new roadster, the third this week. 


Miss de Mignon gets 500 letters a day | 


from farm hands in the middle west. 

In the new railroad thriller being filmed 
by the Third Rail Studio, Hickory Hedd, 
the daredevil leading man, gets off a 
Pullman without tipping the porter. 

The Superlative Company is preparing 
for immediate release a new split reel 
educational, “Congo Women Weaving 
Snow Shoes” and “The Domestic Life 
of the Australian White Ant.” 

One of the directors of the Third Rail 
Company is at work on a new feature 


showing a western dance hall with a | 


sheriff in it. He believes a novelty like 
this will take with the fans. 


Donald Doolittle, who played the soda ! 


squirt hero in “A Strong Man’s Love,” 
has left the P. D. Q. Studio and signed 
with one of the topical weeklies to lay 
cornerstones and christen battleships. 
Maisie Grasse, the hoydenish ingenue 
of Punch Pictures, is knitting a pink 
sweater for a soldier. She says if it don’t 
fit the soldier she will wear it herself. 
She created the réle of the apple in the 
recent Punch release, ““The Apple of His 
Eye.” 
_ Geoffrey Frotheringay, the popular 
juvenile of the Superlative Studio and the 
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The Miracle of the Marne 


The battle of the Mame halted 
the rush of the Germans towards 
Paris. It aroused the French to 
superhuman bravery. They fought 
as if led by the spirit of the Maid 
of Orleans herself. 


The Marne was a demonstration 
of the power of patriotism with its 
back against the wall. The same ‘ 
sacrifice of self, the same love of 
country and unity of purpose that 
inspired the French people must in- 
spire us, and we must win the war. 


We are sending our best man- 
hood to fight for us. They must 
be armed, fed and clothed, cared 
for through sickness and wounds. 
This is the work of every individual 
as well as the Government. 


It is the proud duty of the Bell 
System to coordinate its purpose 
and equipment to the other factors 
in our national industrial fabric, so 
that the manufacture and move- 
ment of supplies to our boys abroad 
be given right of way. 


AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY 
AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES 
Universal Service 


One Policy One System 








The Price 


first actor in the pictures to wear a decol- 
AN Arkansas negro preacher labored 


lette shirt, is dead, aged 73 years. His 


last part was the crippled newsboy in the 
recent Superlative feature, “The Bowery 
Toad,” a sequel to “The Lost Turnip.” 


Patriotism vs. Hunger 


By Orson LOWELL 


HE loyal Spratts cut out the fats; 
They likewise canned the lean, 
Each meatless day—although they’re both 
Carnivorous and keen. 


hard in offering “‘free salvation” to 
his congregation. At the close he took up 
a collection. An old brother in the back 
seat said: ‘‘See here, brudder, if salvation 
is free why are yo’ goin’ ter take a col- 
lection?” 

“*Brudder, de watah in de ribber am 
free if yo’ go down aftah it; but if yo’ 
have it piped up to yo’, yo’ must pay fo’ 
de pipin’.” 











For Your 
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REPUBLIC writs" Wed. & Sat. at 2:20 


A. H. WOODS PRESENTS 


PARLOR, BEDROOM 
and BATH 


A fresh, flippant, farcical frolic 
By C. W. Bell and Mark Swan. 


W. 42nd St. Evenings at 8.30. 
E] | INGE Matinees Wednesday and 
Saturday at 2.30 
A. H. WOODS PRESENTS 


Business Before Pleasure 


with BARNEY BERNARD & ALEXANDER CARR 
By Montague Glass and Jules Eckert Goodman 


























The Real Thing 
There is no questioning the efficiency of | 
the food economist who found in his pan- | 
try a mouse that had died of starvation. | 


Ultimate Consumer 
“I made an enemy of Joe by repaying 
him that $5 I borrowed before he was 
married.” 
“Why?” 
“T gave it to him when his wife was 
present.” 














73rd St.—Broadway—74th St., 
NEW YORK CITY 


SUBWAY EXPRESS STATION 


MAGNIFICENT FIREPROOF HOTEL, CON- 

TAINING 1,400 ROOMS. SITUATED IN THE 

VERY CENTRE OF TOWN. CONVENIENT TO 
ALL SHOPS AND THEATRES. 


Rooms and Bath, 
$2.50 per day 
For 2 Persons, 


$4.00 per day 


Canadian Money Is Accepted at 
This Hotel Without Discount. 


GEORGE W. SWEENEY, 


Late of Lafayette Hotel, Buffalo, N. Y. 
Late Victorta Hotel, N. Y. 


Hotel Ansoniaz— 




















Broadway and Thereabouts 


An Intimate Review of 
the New York Theatres 


0 a8 





Business Berore PLeasure—Eltinge. 
The troubles of Potash & Perlmutter, 
film prodicers, bring them to the verge 
of bankruptcy and the audience to the 
verge of hysterics. 


CueerR Up—Hippodrome. Mammoth 
merriment. 
Cuu Cuin Cuoow—Century. Ali Baba 


and the Forty Thieves, with the happy 
addition of many Barefoot Beauties. 

CopPERHEAD, THE—Shubert. Lionel Bar- 
rymore plays on the emotions of the 
audience with as much ease as he would 
on a pianola. 

Conan Revure—New Amsterdam. George 
scores the hits. 

Cure ror Curasies, A—3o9th Street. 
Wm. Hodge exhibits his pet sanatorium. 

Eyes or Youtu—Mawxine Elliott. Mar- 
jorie Rambeau is so impressed with the 
things she sees in a crystal that she in- 
sists on acting them out. 

Fio-FLo—Cort. A revue so intimate that 
you feel almost as though you were in- 
truding. 

Frencn Repertory—V/ieux Colombier. 
Gallic Art billeted on Broadway. 

GARDEN oF ALLAH—Manhattan. Camels, 
sand-storm, and everything! 

Gipsy Trait—Plymouth. Romance vs. 
Society. 

Girt O’ Mine—Byou. 
musical show. 

Going Up—Liberty. Musical comedy 
about an author who has a hard time 
living up to the exploits in his book. 

Hapriness—Criterion. Laurette Taylor 
holds a loose play together by sheer 
magnetism. 

Her Country—Punch & Judy. 
war play. 

Jack O” Lantern—Globe. Fred Stone 
makes old audiences young. 


Kinc, THe—Geo. M. Cohan. 


Light but crisp 


Latest 


Leo Di- 


trichstein demonstrates the winning 
way of the wicked. 
Littte Treacuer, Tue—Playhouse. <A 


plucky schoolmarm causes excitement 
in a Vermont village and the heart of a 
big lumberjack. 

Lomparpi, Ltp.—Morosco. ‘Tito, an 
Italian Sir Galahad, is a wonder at 
designing women’s clothes, but he is 
easy meat for a vampire. 

MAapDONNA OF THE FuTuRE, THE—Broad- 
hurst. Cubist morality. 

Marionettes—Norworth. (Special mati- 
nees only.) Tony Sarg’s docile dolls. 

Master, THe—Hudson. Arnold Daly 
does the superman stuff. 

Maytime—44th Street. Romance of old 
Washington Square, in Pre-Freudian 
Era. 

Mipnicut Froiic—New Amsterdam 
Roof. <A large evening in the small 
hours. 


JUDGE 


Hotel Colonnade 


Chestnut at 15th Street 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


One square from Broad Street Station. Four 


squares from Reading Terminal, in the 
heart of the Theatre and Shopping Districts. 


Rooms $1.50 Up. With Bath, $2.00 Up 


Three Restaurants—Two Dance Floors 


Wire Reservations at Our Expense 








Five Minutes from Anywhere 











Ou, Bor—Casino. Almost old enough to 
be “Oh, Grandpa.” 

Ou, Loox—Vanderbilt. Opened after the 
greatest number of postponements on 
record. 

Partor, BEpRooM AND Batu—Re public. 
Hilarious horse-play. 

Potty with A Past—Lyceum. This 
lady’s wickedness was for shock pur- 
poses only. 

Seven Days’ Leave—Park. Wherein 
two German spies are gloriously foiled. 

SEVENTEEN—Booth. ‘The tragi-comedy 
of adolescence. 

Sick-a-Bep—Gaiety. 
invalid. 

Tattor-Mape Man, A—Cohan and Har- 
ris. Showing that though kind hearts 
are more than coronets, glad rags are 
what really count. 

Ticer Rose—Lyceum. 
a winsome wild-cat. 

Yes or No— Longacre. 
“‘ves,” she’s no lady. 

Youtu — Comedy. Washington Square 
Players review naiveté from their pin- 
nacle of sophistication. 


The Smile Didn’t Pay 

Impractical optimist—Get that frown 
off your face. Haven’t you ever tried 
that doctrine “Keep Smiling”? 

Mere man—Yes, I have. Once I forced 
a grin when the garage man charged me 
two dollars for cleaning a spark-plug. 
Next time he soaked me double. 


Farce about a fake 


Leonora Ulric as 


If she 


says 


Incomprehensible 
“Tsn’t it queer?” 
“What?” 
“Why, Smith procured a divorce from 
his wife in order to be free ‘a 
“Yes, and then——” 
“And then, within six months he was 
married again!” - 
Not To Be Caught 
Clerk—We have taken ten dollars off 
the price of this suit. 
Customer—Ye can kape it, thin. Don’t 
yez think Oi want me money’s worth? 











l === = 
WANTED—AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 


simple thing to patent? Protect your ideas, they may bring 
Write for ‘Needed Inventions” and “How #@ 
Randolph & C0. 


you wealth. 
Get Your Patent and Your Money.” 
Patent Attorneys, Dept. 129, Washington, D. C. 
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March 9, 1918 
A New Kind of Head-Gear 
Te pastor of a large church in a 


southern city had always been 

given to individuality of speech, 
which verged upon eccentricity as he 
grew old. 

As he ‘appeared i in a sister church one 
evening, a lady present who had expected 
to hear the regular minister whispered 
to her husband— 

“There is old Dr. B— and if he is going 
to preach here tonight I am going to 
leave.’ 

Just then Dr. B 
the hymn and added: 

“The pastor of this church is exchang- 
ing pulpits with me tonight, and if there 
are any in this congregation who do not 
want to hear me preach, they can go out 
while this hymn is being sung.” 

No one left. 

His wife, a most estimable woman, told 
him one day that she had gotten rid of an 
old unused piece of furniture, and had 
bought a bonnet with the proceeds. 

The following Sunday morning as, the 
congregation was assembling, he ob- 
served that many of those seated kept 
turning around to see who entered the 
door. 

Very solemnly he called out: 

“Brethren and sisters. You need not 
trouble yourselves to turn your heads so 
often toward the door, I will tell you who 
comes in: 

“Here is Judge—and—Sister Smith.” 

“Here comes Dr. and Sister Brown 

“This is Brother Bobbs, and just be- 
hind him—is—Sister Bobbs.”’ 

“Billie Turnstile and Bessie Haversack 
are now coming up the steps.” 

“ And—and—back of them, I see—I see 
—my wife, with a bureau on her head.” 


arose, announced 





The Twentieth Century 
MODERN child recently went to 
visit her: grandparents in Philadel- 

phia. The first day was filled with all 
sorts of wonders and treats. The child 
was enjoying her visit immensely and the 
grandparents felt they were young again 
as they entered into the interests of the 
little girl. 
But evening came. 
lighted his cigar. 
“Come, dear,” 
you a trick.” 
“Yes,” said Grandma, “Grandpa will 
blow rings for you as he smokes.” 
“Pooh,” said the twentieth century 
child in a disgusted tone, “that’s nothing. 
—— will do that for me any time at 
all. 


And Grandpa 


*T will show 


he said. 


His Admirable Behavior 
By Tennyson J. Darr 
NE thing about Nick Romanoff 
That wins our admiration: 
Caught with the goods, he did not scream 
Aloud for vindication. 

































“ THE SHOE THAT HOLDS ITS SHAPE”’ 


$3 $3.50 $4 $4.50 $5 $6 $7 & 58 
W. L. Douglas name and the 
retail price is stamped on the 
bottom of every pair of shoes 
before they leave the factory. 
The value is guaranteed and 
the wearer protected against 
high prices for inferior shoes. 
You can save money by wear- 
ing W. L. Douglas shoes. The 
best known shoes in the world. 
"The quality of W. L. Douglas product is 

guaranteed by more than 40 years ex- 
perience in making fine shoes. The smart 






styles are the leaders in the fashion centres, | . 
of America. They are made in a well- ether owe 
equipped factory at Brockton, Mass., by $3 $2.50 $2 


the highest paid, skilled shoemakers, under the direction and 
supervision of experienced men, all working with an honest deter- 
mination to make the best shoes for the price that money can buy. 








“THE BOY T 
WHO PEGGED SHOES” 
W. L. Douglas pegging shoes at 
seven years of age. 

Sixty-five years ago W. L. Doug- 
las started acquiring the knowl- 
edge of how to make good shoes. 


Copyright,W.L.Dougias Shoe Co 

















he retail prices are the same everywhere. 
more in San Francisco than they do in New York. They 


are always worth the price paid for them. 
CA UTION— Before you buy be sure W. L. Douglas name 
and the retail price is stamped on the bottom and the in- 
side top facing. 
high prices for inferior shoe “hk 
Sold by over 9000 shoe dealers and 105 W. L. Douglas stores. If not conven- 
a 8 to wan —— L. Douglas store,ask your local dealer for them. Take no other 
make. 


They cost no 


This is your set ine or: opotont 


for booklet, showing how to order shoes by mail, postage free. 
President 
W. L. DOUGLAS SHOE CO. 
145 Spark St., Brockton, Mass. 














GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER 
“Its Purity Has Made It Famous” 





Snap Shots 


By Ipa Hustep Harper 

T is said that in the hospitals in some of the 

Western States the men patients are to be 
taught to knit and crochet in order to prevent 
their losing their minds from idleness. Men, 
on the other hand, sometimes say they will go 
crazy if the women of the family don’t stop 
their everlasting “fancy work.” In a certain 
hotel where the women sit around the lobby 
all day long indulging in this pastime, an 
elderly beau was given to’ hanging about 
them. The other day a cold, unfeeling man 
passing by was heard to call out: “Hello, 
Colonel, are you learning to ‘tat’?” Well, 
why not, when the women are priding them- 
selves on doing men’s work? 


URING the last ten years three times as 

many women as men have been put into 

the penal institutions of Indiana. The State 

decided to give the suffrage to women because 

not so many of them would necessarily have 
to stay away from the polls on election day. 


Probably 
She—I wonder what makes the wind 
howl when it is cold? 
He—Probably that’s the reason! 


NEW HOTEL BINGHAM, Philadelphia 


In the center of everything. Large, om lighted and comfort- 
able rooms. Hot and cold running water in every room. Only 
hotel having direct Subway connection with all railroad stations 
and ferries. Roof garden. Club breakfast. Special luncheons. 
Rooms without bath, $1.50; with bath, $2.00 per day and up. 


FRANK KIMBLE, Manager 

















Five Cc 
Rich Cuban Cigars 5 


French's Superb Cuban Special. Filler of Havana leaves too short 
to use in the manufacture of our Juan del Rey brand of clear 
Havana cigars. Both filler and wrapper are the purest Cuban grown tobacco 
—thoroughly seasoned leaf Rich, mild and exquisite tropic 
flavor. Five cigars in Spanish Cedar Box by parcel post prepaid direct to 
you for only 25c, silver or stamps. Limited introductory offer. Send today. 


FRENCH TOBACCO CO., Dept. B, Statesville, N. C. 











ROMEIKE’S 
PRESS CLIPPING BUREAU 


Wewill send you all newspaper clippings 
which may appear about you, your 
friends, or any subject on which you may 
want to be “up-to-date.” Every news- 
paper and periodical of importance in 
the United States and Europe is searched. 
Terms, $5.00 for 100 notices. 


HENRY ROMEIKE 


106-110 Seventh Avenue 
New York City 

















Unreasonable 
Mrs. Benham—Mother says that she 
wants to be cremated. 
Benham—That’s just like her, when 
coal is so high. 


Not Always Synonymous 
“Why don’t you eat your chowder, Mr. 
Hallroom?” asked the boarding-house 
mistress. “Is it cold?” 
“Yes,” replied Mr. Hallroom, 
but not clammy.” 


e 


cold, 








Instant Bunion Relief 


Prove /t Af /1y Expense 


Oon t send me one cent— just let me prove it’to 
me as I have done for over 72,500 others in the 
ast six months. I claim to have the most suc- 
cessful remedy for bunions ever made and I want 
= to let me send you my Fairyfoot treatment 

tree. I don't care how many so-called cures, or 
shields or pads you ever tried without success 
don't care how disgusted you are with them all 
you have not tried my remedy and I have such 
absolute confidence in it that | am going to send 
it to you absolutely FREE. It is a wonderful 
yet simple home remedy which relieves you al- 
most instantly of the pain; it removes the cause 
of the bunion and thus the ugly deformity 
disappears — all this while you are wearing 
tighter shoes than ever. Just send your name 
and address and Fairyfoot will be sent you 
promptly in plain sealed envelope 


FOOT REMEDY Co. 
3594 West 26th STREET, CHICAGO 


A BECOME AN EXPERT 

Executive Accountants command big salaries. Thousands of firms 
need them. Only 2,000 Certified Public Accountants in U.S. Many are 
earning $3,000 to $10, 000a year. We train you thoroughly by mail in 
Spare time tor C.P.A. Examinations or executive accounting positions 
Knowledge of bookkeeping unnecessary to begin—we prepare you from 
ground up. Our course and service is under the supervision of a large 
staff of C. P. A's, including William B. Castenholz, A P. A., 
former Compt rolle rand Instructor, University of Illinois; Wm. Arthur 
Chase, LL. M., C.P.A., Ex-Secretary Illinois State Board of Account- 
ancy; and other members of American Institute of Accountants. Low 
tuition fee—easy terms. Write now for free book of Accountancy facts 


LaSalle Extension University Dept. 382-H, Chicago 


“The World's Greatest Extension University” 














Composite Popular Ballad 
(Written After a Surfeit of “ Popular” Songs) 
By Watter G. Dory 


a away in old Montana 
Or Kentucky or some state, 
There I met my darling Anna 
Or my Myrtle or my Kate; 
And she died or else we parted 
In the gloaming long ago; 
And I wander broken-hearted— 
In the proper way, you know. 


Oh, she pined away, dear Carry, 
Adelaide or Molly Gray; 
Or she’s raising the Old Harry 
In the city far away; 
And I never once suspécted, 
Though her conduct was a crime; 
Or her stern old dad objected— 
All depending on the rhyme. 


CHORUS 

A vacant chair beside the grate where birds 
at evening call. 

A movie actor’s picture with its face turned 
to the wall. 

A ruined home, united hearts, a deed that 
left a stain; 

And Marguerite is sleeping now away down 
South in Maine. 


Comforting 
A nervous traveler was riding through 
and over the hills of Arizona in a bouncing 
auto-stage run by a daredevil. 

*Driver,” he gasped, “don’t you ever 
look around to see if your passengers are 
all with you?” 

“Not when they are prepaid.” 














“The mission of this paper is to preach the 
gospel of happiness.” 
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Captain Kidd’s 
Treasure 
James Montgomery Flagg 





Telling It to the 
Marines 
Tony Sarg 


a 






A Present from Her 
Sailor Friend 


James Montgomery Flagg 





A Jill for Jack 


James Montgomery Flagg 





War Babies 
Will Rannells 





Everybody 
loves 
the sailor 


Here are five 
pictures for 
everybody for 
they’re all as 
full of snap 
and tang asa 
sea-breeze. 


They are full- 
color prints 
9x1I2,onheavy 
mats ready for 
the frame and 
they sell at 
$.25 apiece— 
the five for 


Judge Art 
Print 
Dept. 


225 Fifth 
Avenue 


New York 
City 
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A Valuable Tip 


N a recent test conducted in the nine 
] libraries at Camp Sherman, the sol- 

diers voted the following as the peri- 
odicals most interesting to them: 


Life. 
Saturday Evening Post. 
JUDGE. 

The above were the first three on the 
list as to popularity. Others, each of 
which received more than forty votes, are 
arranged in alphabetical order: 


American Magazine,the Army and Navy 
Journal, Collier's Weekly, Everybody’s, 
Judge, Leslie’s Weekly, Life, the Literary 
Digest, the Metropolitan Magazine, the 
Outlook, Physical Culture, Puck, Review of 
Reviews, Saturday Evening Post, Scientific 
American, and the World’s Work. 


Don’t forget that JupGE is third on the 
list. 

Send your good magazines to the men 
at the front. Simply put a Ic stamp on 
the cover next to Postmaster Burleson’s 
notice and drop in the mail. 

Everywhere, at home and abroad, 
JupGE is esteemed as the best possible 
antidote for war-time worries. Do you 
buy it regularly? 


A Kohinoor 
PRANK, a bachelor, was calling for his 
bachelor friend Jack, after office 
hours, and found him at work. During 
the conversation that ensued Frank in- 
quired, “Jack, when are you going to 
marry?” 
“Just as soon as I find a good-looking 
irl who has two hundred thousand 
follars,” said Jack. 

Mose, the old negro janitor, who was 
polishing the floor, and who had suffered 
many matrimonial troubles (two of his 
wives having died, and his third one was 
now suing him for divorce), looked up 
and said, 

“Whaz that yo’ sez, boss? Yo’ gwine 
ter ma’ay the fust good-lookin’ gal yo’ 
finds with two hundred thousand dollars? 
Why, boss when I gits out of dis heah mess 
[se in, Ise gwine ter be priceless.” 


Too Late 
“EFELLO! Is this Senator Blank?” 
“Yes. What do you want?” 


“T want to be appointed postmaster of 
Breezeville.” 

“Who are you?’ 

“T am the son of the present incum- 
bent. Father is very ill, and the doctor 
says that he cannot last another day. As 
no one else outside the family is aware 
of the seriousness of his illness, I thought 
I would call you up to make sure that I 
was the first zn 

“I’m sorry, but some one has antici- 
pated you.” 

“What! Who was it?” 

“The doctor!” 
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Makers of the Grade Turkish 
and Egyptian rettes in the World 
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MAHIN’S ur Fe 
ADVERTISING 


Tact 
By Buta Laux 


I NEVER joke about 
Baldness—Dad’s very sensitive; 

Or obesity—Aunt Mary is also sensi- 
tive; 

Or suffragettes—Mother’s one and 
thinks it’s great; 

Or beaux—Sister pays me not to; 

Or love—since brother Homer buys my 
chocolates; 

Or war—because so many think it bad 


Magazine, Newspaper, Class Publica- 
tion rates, circulations, closing dates. 


Bill ting and street car data. 
COMPLET: GLOSSARY OF ADVER- 


E 
BOOK. TISING AND PRINTING TERMS. 
Tables of family incomes, wholesale 


.nd retail dealers, population, statistics of occupations, religions, 
foreign birth, color, etc., etc. Used and endorsed by prominent 
national advertisers. Fits vest pocket, bible paper: 260 pages. 
Contains the Five Fundamental Tests which should be applied to every 
advertisement or piece of printed matter. Send no money. Simply 
request five days free trial and I will send book prepaid. You 
either return in five days or send me $2.00. 

JOHN LEE MAHIN, 9 East 39th Street, New York 








taste; 

Or domestic discord—for married peo- 
ple say that is no joke. 

But—if I ever meet a pacifist, I’ll be 
blamed if I will consider his feelings! 


Her Preference 
Molly—So you prefer the old style 
steel knitting needles to the new celluloid 
ones. Why? 
Polly—Oh, it’s so much easier to get a 
seat on the street-car with the steel ones. 
They’re sharper, you know. 





| The Eternal Topic 


“What were those women saying in the 
car?” 
“Nothing.” 
“Nothing. But I heard them talking.” 
ce > 99 
So did I. 


Far from Their Destination 
*‘Snowed up in Boston harbor, hey?” 
growled the explorer. ‘We'll never 
reach the North Pole at this rate.” 
“Nor the lecture platform either,” 
murmured his faithful assistant. 
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Be Your Own Boss! 







FREE BOOK TELLS YOU HOW 


Write today for free book about Ten-Pinnet and our Big Special Offer. 
TEN-PINNET CO., Dept. 254s, Indianapolis, inc. 





'$177220 


Made in 





In three months’ time in a small town, Mark 


Inman took in $1772.90 with Ten-Pinnet—the 
new automatic bowling game that is becoming the 
craze all over the country. Think of it, almost $20 a day, with 
practically no expenses! Real bowling—but no pin boys—no 


expensive upkeep. Ten-Pinnet offers you the op- 
portunity to get into a clean, permanent, money- 
making business on small investment. Easy payments 
out of your profits. 
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is one of the three 


Most Popular 
Periodicals 


among the soldiers” 


This is the report of the li- ¢« 
brarian of Camp Sherman, Ohio, 
who conducted a test to decide 
which periodicals the soldiers 
were most anxious to get. 


Judge was one of the three 
most popular in a list including 
all the leading magazines. 


“The happy medium,” Judge, 
furnishes welcome relaxation for 
war-strung nerves. It is wel- 
comed everywhere in the army 
and navy. 


Stick a Ic stamp on the cover 
of this issue, next to Postmaster 
Burleson’s notice, and drop in 
the mail; the Government will 
send it to soldiers or sailors at 
the front. Do this every week, 
and you'll make life that much 
cheerier for a lot of men ‘‘over 
there.” 


Or send us a dollar and a 
soldier’s or sailor's name and 
address—either at camp or at 
the front—and we'll send him 
the next 13 issues. 


JUDGE 


225 Fifth Ave. 
New York City 


I accept your 
offer—1 3 issues for 
t. It is understood 
that you send JupGE 
beginning with the cur- 
rent issue to the address 
below. I enclose $1. 
Name 
Street 
City 


State.... 
COPIES To BE SENT TO:— 


Name.... 











Her Sweet Innocence 
By S. E. Kiser 


. HY is it,” she remarked, “that 
W people can’t be honest? How 
much more delightful the world 
would be if everybody in it could trust 
everybody else. Think what a difference 
it would make if there were no liars in the 
world and if nobody ever tried to cheat 
or steal.” 

“It certainly would be an improve- 
ment,” her husband replied, “if we could 
have an end of the liars and cheaters.” 

“T despise a liar more than anything 
else in the world. Oh, if you would always 
speak the truth to me, how happy I could 
be.” 

“My dear, I can’t understand why you 
are accusing me of os 

‘I’m not accusing you, Robert, but can 
you sit there and say that you always tell 
me the absolute truth?” 

“‘In a general way I try to tell you the 
truth, Madge. Of course there are times 
when the truth might make you unhappy, 
so if I tell you a little white fib now and 
then it is merely to spare you 4g 

“Yes, that’s it! I don’t want to be 
spared, if you have to blacken your soul to 
spare me. If you will lie about little 
things you will lie about big things, so 
how am I to know when you will deceive 
me about something that——”’ 

“Say, Madge, I’m not enjoying this 
discussion one little bit. If you think it is 
pleasant for me to sit here and be lectured 
I will tell you—and I’m not lying either— 
that I’m sorry I told the boys I wouldn’t 
be at the club this evening.” 

“Forgive me, Bobbie, dear. I didn’t 
mean to accuse you of anything—only I 
don’t want you to lie to me even about the 
little things. I think I must be different 
from other people—I hate lying and 
cheating so. Even when it doesn’t 
amount to anything a lie is something 
that I can’t forgive. Now let’s change the 
subject. I’m sorry I mentioned it. Say, 
dear, I’ve got some good news for you. 
I got twenty pounds of sugar today.” 











We Are Under War 
Conditions 


F your copy of Jupce reaches 
you late, remember that the 
postal facilities are overtaxed 
and the mails are often days 
Please do not be too quick to 

make complaint. We are printing 
and mailing the paper on time. We 
cannot speed up the mails. When 
your paper reaches you, read it care- 
fully and then put a stamp on it and 
hand it to your postman, who will 
startit to the boys “Over There,” who 
are always eager for good reading. 


late. 

















Thousands of car owners know this 
to be a fact. The reason is ob- 
vious—we sell direct from sad 
to you—saving you fully 30 
é = ey ay is of 
high: every you a 
4000-Mile Guarantee = 
Send for free illustrated booklet 
and price list. Order a trial tire 
A it —— live up to our 
guarantee, we w give you credit 
in full for the unexpired mileage. 
THE L. AND M. RUBBER CO. 
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ross St , Carrollton, oO. 
Western Distributing Office 15 
1436 South Michigan Ave., Chicago 
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SEX OLOGY 


by William H. Walling, A.M., M.D, 


imparts in a clear wholesome 
way, in one volume: 


a a Young Man Should Have 

Knowledge a Young Husband Should Have 

Knowledge a Father Should Have 

Knowledge a Father Should —# to His Son 
Medical — a Husband Should Have 

Knowledge a Young W hould Have 

Knowledge a Young Wife SI Should Have 

Knowledge a Mother Should Have 

Knowledge a Mother Should Impart te Her Daughter 

Medical Knowledge a Wife Shou Id Have 


and Tal le of Contents 








All in one volume, 
Illustrated. 
$2.00 postpaid 

Write for ‘Other People’s Opinions’’ 


PURITAN PUB. CO., 792 Perry Building, PHILA., PA. 














“Twenty pounds? How did you do 
that? I thought you could only buy two 
pounds at a time.” 

“It was awfully funny. You see, I went 
to five different groceries and bought two 
pounds at each place, and then sent the 
maid out to the same places and she got 
ten pounds more.” 

“Oh. Of course you understand, don’t 
you, that you were cheating when you did 
that?” 

“Robert, what do you mean? You 
know I wouldn’t do anything so low.” 

“You cheated the government and you 
cheated other people who are obeying the 
government’s orders about buying sugar. 
You practiced deceit, which is just the 
same as lying, and 

“I refuse to sit here and be insulted! 
The idea! That’s a perfectly silly rule 
about buying sugar, anyhow!” 





At Last 

Pullman passenger—Well, Rastus, I 
hear that Uncle Sam is now in charge of 
your sleeping-car. 

Porter—Yes, sah; Ah knew sooner or 
later we was going to get this here berth- 
control. 

Mistake Somewhere 

“Well, did you see the great diva?” 

“Yes, and I was disappointed.” 

“How so?” 


“Aw, she sung. She didn’t dive.” 








FREE Trial 


PIEDMONT RED CEDAR CHESTS 
Your choice of 90 styles of the famous 

Piedmont genuine Soutbern Red Cedar 
Chests. 15 days’ free trial. We 
pay the freight. A Piedmont pre- 
tects furs, woolens and plumes 
from moths, mice, dustand damp. 
Distinetively beantifal. Woe- 
derfally useful and economical. Pays for itself in what it saves. Finest 
birthday or wedding gift. Write today for big Catalog. Postpaid free- 


Piedmont Red Cedar Chest Co., Dept. 24, Statesville, N. C. 


Direct from 
Factory to Home 
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Send to 

a Soldier 
Facts About Smileage Books 
1. Smileage Books are books containing 


. ° on9e ° : 
coupons entitling a soldier to admis- 
HE RE S a TOy al gift for sion to any entertainment held in 
Liberty Theaters, Liberty Tents, etc., 


S ol d 1 e T S in t T a 1 Nh 1 Tl 2 National Army Cantonments and 


6 ™ National Guard Camps in U.S. A. 

camps. A “Smileage Book” of * S'se to Coun 
. + der supervision of War Department. 
tickets to “Liberty Theatre” 3. Smileage Books containing 20 cou- 


, pons cost $1 each. Smileage books 

containing 100 coupons cost $5.00 

entertainments. each. The price of entertainments 
range from five to twenty-five cents. 


4. Smileage books are for use in Liberty 
Entertainments in National Army 


Splendid attractions—top-notch vaude- Fontan anl Gaokaak Gee 
ville acts, concerts, lectures, motion pictures, ere: Bi Pt 
st . Smi 

etc, etc. Under government supervision. * Shas: Committes everwhere 


: throughout the country. 
Clean, wholesome entertainment—laughter _¢ 705i. ceenn- cic anal neath ee abel 


of soldier and name of person sending 


and fun galore. Your soldier will be de- book. Smileage books are trans- 

: : “ : 2 ferrable to soldiers in Uniform. They 

lighted to receive a Smileage Book. can be used by Civilians only when 
. , ' accompanied by a soldier. 

Don’t fail to send him one. 7. Sixteen theatres have been built. 


Chautauqua tents erected. A com- 
plete schedule of entertainments ar- 


This space is given free by ) ranged. 





JUDGE 8. Smileage Books are needed for our 


so that you may have an opportunity to send at million of soldiers. Buy your s today 
least one: Smileage Book to one of our Soldier Boys send it at once to your soldier. 
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FAIRY SOAP | 


White, oval, foating—Fairy 
ley bemmere)cele)belo-mmelebwaaamr tele! 
convenience with a fine 
cleansing quality that is 
most refreshing. 








Its use adds real pleasure ; 
ae to toilet and bath. 
¢ = THE W.-K. FAT R BANK company 
C . The oval, floating cake — “Have youa little Fairy 
4 \. ; fits the hand m= Se pin your home?” 













